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T O paſs the dull evening in pleaſure away, 
And laugh at the cares of mankind; 

Accept of a chearful companion to day, 

To mirth and amuſement inclin'd ; 

The Contents of our volume will amply repay 
The Expence that the purchaſe has coſt, 

And none but a blockhead will ſeriouſly ſay, 
That the time or his money was loſt, 
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ICO MIG U S E. 


The PEER and PotT. A Tatc. 


r arms, of fiege, of bloody fight, 
Or hardy deeds of errant knight, 
Ot fiighted lovers cruel pain, 
And torments cauſed by cold diſdain, 
ſing not. —But in humble verſe, 
A true, but ſimple tale rehearſe : 
And as I am not one of thoſe 
Who, in each line they write, propoſe 
Jo mend our morals, make us better, 
1 And for another world the fitter; 
4 0 oven, in what I lay before ye, | 
There's not much moral. q. your ſtory; 
Why all this preface, tiſis preamble ? 
And, ere ye ſtart, begin to ramblem: 
3 Come 


1 

Come to the point, be plain and clear, 
And what you've got to ſay let's hear. 
You're very right, Sir. —PRAVY WALK IN, 
WE'RE JusST A COING TO BEGIN, 

But, firſt of all, I muft premiſe, 
That verſe-men often deal in lies; 
And what of real fact's denicd, 
Js of themſelves with eaſe ſupplicd ; 
And, tho” the thing be ſtill the ſame, 
With them it takes another name : 
Tho' downright fibbing be th* intention, 
Tis qualifi'd and call'd invention: 
And therefore I again repeat here, 
My ſtory's true, tho' told in metre. 

There whilom liv'd a noble peer, 
Of ſenſe profound, -of judgment clear ; 
He ſerv'd his kirg with fervent zeal, 
And buftFd for the common weal ; 
Deep politician was the lord, 
And often fat at council board, 
Where, in the midft of warm debate, 
His SENTIMENTS STILL HAD THEIR WEIGHT, 
And yet tis itrange, tho' true the fact is, 
What he advis'd they'd ſeldom practiſc; 
Who doubts it, ſurely would conceal 
The iron times that now we feel; 
For which the #$*®*#** , oftcn Curſt, 
T's PRESEST. TIMES ARE STILL THE WORST. 

This 


. * 


Or when his language form'd t' affright, 
le plied his doleful hymn to NiGur ; 


A little of his lordſhip's gueſt ; 


Hs 


This for our reader's information ; 
We now proceed with our narration. 
Eis lordſhip had a houſe at Hammer- 
Smith, (ſuch hard names make one ſtammer) 
Which when the buſineſs of the ſtate 
Permitted, he reſided at; 
And there in ſolitude enjoy'd 
"Thoſe pleaſures that acourt deny'd ; 
A friend or two, in humble ſlation, 
There lent their aid to mend the nation. 
Deep politicians, two, I know it, 
The one a doctor, tother poet. 
Tas to the latter once he ſent 
A ſervant, with this compliment. 
Here, ſend A CARD on my behalf, 
With compliments to Mx. RAL R, 
And beg (I know he's no great glutton) 
* He'll come and EAT A BIT OF Mr rox. 
John ſtar'd ! but ſaid, it ſhall be done, 
So made his bow, and exit John. 
And here, before we further go, 
I think it right to let you know 


That done, we then purſue the jeſt. 
A bard he was, of high renown, — 
Not for his HOWLING TO THE MOON, 
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Where ſtcad of periods round and florid, | 
He brayed out accents harſh and horrid ; : 
Gigantic metaphor, bombaſt, 
And ſtrains as rough as northern blaſt ; 
Thus ſpreading, in lugubrous tone, 
New terrors round her chon throne. 
No ;—this was not his way to fame, 
And therefore here he miſs'd his aim: 
No wonder they ne'er hit the mark, 
Who thoot their arrows in the dark. 
But he a method ac, found out, 
That purchaſed fame and wealth to boot; 
An caſy way you'll ſay it is, 
And, to be ſhort, twas plainly this 
Some have been paid for what they ſun, 
But RALPH was paid—T'o HOLD HIS TONGYU Es 
By whom, or how, I need not mention, 
Suffice, the bard procured a penſion, 
Conditionally, that in future, 
He on aftairs of ſtate ſtood neuter, 

Menn while poor John was much perplext, 
And in his gizzard ſorely vext : | 
< What means” cries he,“ this odd commiſſion. 
<< Good-faith, a pretty expedition; 
What! ſend A CART to fetch his gueſt ! 
The joke's a good one I proteſt, 
And yet the part that I perform 
May draw upon my head a ſtorm ; 
What? 


' 
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1 
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c What! do an crrand fo uncfvil? 

„his man will tend me to the devil; 

** And this another's place of courſe is, 

© FOR FOOT MEN UNDESTAND NOT Hes ES.“ 
Thus arzued John, and ſet about 

To ſind another perion out, 

To carry this ſtrange invitation, 

That gave to him fo much vexation : 

When, going out, he ſces a groom — 

* Come hitacr, Dick, this inftant come; 


© Our maier's orders I impart, 


* That you forthwith do take a cart, 

And inſtant go on his behalf, 

With compliments to Mr. Ralph, 

And beg (he knows he's no great glutton} 
* He'll come and cat a bit of mutton : 

* Be quick, ye raſcal, hafte away, 

* And line the bottom well with hay.” 
Away goes Dick, puts to his horle, 
And Chiſwick-ward he ſteers his courſe ; 
Unthinking what might e'er befall; 

For Richard never thought at all ; 
He jogg'd along with all his heart, 
And at our poet's ſtopt his cart: 
His meſſage giving to his man, ſir, 
With patience waited for an anſwer 
The poet, when he heard the ſtory, 
Was in a terrible quandary ; 


„ Quoth 
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& Quoth he, what can this meſſage mean, 
« Town it 'ſcapes me quite and clean; 
„What, fend a Cart —I fwear by Phacbus, 
Tig all a riddle, all a rebus; 
4 A pox! I cannot ccaſc to wakes; 
Here muſt be ſome egregious blunder :** 
Th:s ſaid, he ſallies to the gate, 
With honeſt Dick © expoſtulate. 

« So, fir | explain, you can, no doubt; 
« And tell me what you're come about; 
„I fain would Know, with all my heart, 
„The meaning of that horſe and Cart; 
„For I muſt cwn I have ſuſpicion, 
& There's ſome miſtake in your commiſſion.” 
If there's miſtakes, quoth Dick, I vow 
I know no more on't, fir, than you, | 
Be't right or wrong, I aſk no further, 
But do my buſineſs as they order ; 
All that I know, as I'm a finncr 
Is, that they want you home to dinner; 
And coach or cart's all one to mc, 
I but obey command you ſce : 
As to the mutton,—there I doubt, 
My maſter is a little out; 
< I faw, by chance, the bill of fare, 
And not a word of mutton's there.” 
«© Hark hark yc, Sirrah, don't provoke me, 
What, Wa eee 
= Out 


La 


* * * * La 


Lo 


La 


1 
% Out of my ſight, or faith I'll baſte ye; 
© Go, get ye gone, and homeward haſte ye, 
« And take this aniwer to the peer, 
« Mcthinks his lordfhip's mighty queer; 
© But tho' he be diſpoſed for mirth, 
0 I ne'er was graver ſince my birth; 
« And ſo, to-day am quite unft 
« Companion for a man of wit : 
© Go, go ye raſcal, tell him this, 
] hope he will not take amiſs, 


«© That I as yet have not the art 
% Of riding caſy in a cart.“ 


Away gocs Dick, with Jeheu, Dobbin! 
Well pleas'd he had eſcap'd a drubbing. 
* Egad, quoth he, this furly wight 
* Has put me rather in a fright; 
Sure what I ſaid was not provoking, 
But, faith, he underſtands not joking.” 
So home he drives, and at the gate 
Finds John, who for him there did wait.— 
Well, Dick, what news ?-Why look fo ſadly? 
+ How have you ſped?”-4Good faith, but badly; 
* Inftead of ſomething for my trouble, 
I'd almoſt got into a bobble ; 
The man, i' faich's, confounded ſurly, 
* And made a dev ih hurly-burly.“ 
Proceeding thus, the cafe be Gated, 
As has already been. related; 


Which 


- _ 
— — — w 
— — —— % Do 4.  %m rl goon wr mw * 
— r n 


— 
_ 


(8-1 


Which to his lord to ſignify, 

Muſt now be Mr, John's empicy ; 
And, as there was no time to lotc, 

He ftrait up to his Jerdſhip goes ; 

Who, foon as he had ſtep'd the room in, 
Enquir'd if Mr. Ralph was coming * 


£ 
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Coming ? no, nor yet intends, 

As by the anſwer which he ſends 

For when the meſſage was related, 

He ſtamp'd, and rav'd, and ſwore, and frettcd; 
And bid them tell you that, by G—d, 
He thought your lordſhip very odd, 

And tho” you were diſpos'd for mirth, 
He nc'er was graver ſince his birth; 
Therefore to-day was quite unfit 
Companion for a man of wit, 

And hop'd from your known candor, this 
Your lordſhip would not take amils, 
That he as, yet had not the art 


Gf riding eaſy in a Cart; 


And added, as the man departed, 
He'd no ambition to be carted.” 
Hey!] hoity-toity, cries the peer, 
Why, what the devil have we here ? 
Upon my ſoul a pretty hiſt ry, 
But which to me is quite a myſt'ry; 
Of carts and carting, what ſtrange nonſenſe! 
The fellow's drunk upon my conſcience : 
* Why, 


3 
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« Why, fir, you ſtarted very ſoon, 


Jo get your doſe before "Us noon 3 

« You might have waited, I thould think, 
ill after dinner for your drink.” 

Quoth John, My Lord, with al ſubmiffion, 


01 


* 


* I'm not in any ſuch condition, 
© And wiſh this hour may be my laſt, 
* If I as yet have broke my faſt.” 


Since You're ſo ſober, with a pO, 


Ihen pray explain this paradox, 
And tell me quickly, if you can, fir, 
* Why they have ſent me ſuch an antwer.” 
* My lord, vou bid me to depart, 
And fend, to Mr. Ralph a Cart, 
With'—“ Cart you raſcal no, —u Card 
With compliments unto the bard, 
*© To beg he would do me the pleaſure 
* To come and dine, if at his leaſure; 
© 1&t not the cuſtom through the nation, 
* And done by folks of cvery tation ? 
O ye thick num-ſcull !—blool and thunder! 
„Well! Was there ever ſuch a blunder ?— 
* Away, ye blockhead.— No, I'd better 
Send to the angry man a letter, 
Or elſe, perhaps, ſome new miſchance 
May lead the apes another dance.” 
Which done, he orders them to carry it, 
And take withal the coach, or chariot ; 


C | don't 


ce 


40 
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I don't know which, but no great matter, 
Altho' I think it was the latter. 
Away they hie with expedition, 
And foon perform'd their new commiſſion, 

In ſhort, things rightiy underſtood, 
The man of verſe now chang'd his mood : 
The ſignt of ſuch an equipage 
Entirely calm'd the poct's rage. 
So ſtepping in, away he ftcers 
Ard at his lordihip's ſoon appears; 
Where, after compliments were paſt, 
And laughing heartily at the jeſt ; 
"The bard declared, in ſong or ſonnet, 
He'd certainly write verſes on it. 
That taſk, however, as vou ſce, 
Was, notwithſtanding, left to me; 
To me, a novice in the trade, 
Whom accident a rhimer made; 
And who the occaſion would not ſlip, 
To try my {kill in verſe-manſhip. 
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The DISAPPOINTMEST, 


: ON time had Strephon (country ſwain | 
Addreſs'd young Mira of the plain; 


* 
= Sy 


D«<clar'd his love with artlefs tor 
ind, ſonnets often to her ſong : 
And. 


E 
And, when her milk had fill'd the pail, 
He'd bear it joyous o'er the vale; 
Proteſt he'd do it ;——run and fly, 
And, for her fake, he vow'd would die.— 
Fhus things went on both man and maid 
Each other lik'd, and each agreed: 
Now nought remain'd but Strephon's talk, 
Ihe maiden's father's leave to afk ; 
W hom he accoſts:—“ Cleanthcs, hail ! 
© Attentive liſten to my tale: 
© | come, good Sir, your will to know, 
* If Mira I may have or no? 
© | like her well; the me the ſame, 
© 80 VOur conſent to af 1 came.“ 

& No Strephon, no, we ſhan't agree, 

“ For John 1 muſt prefer to thee, 

That lives in yonder cottage there 

% Pofleſ;'d of forty pounds a year, 

* Beſides a world of goods and cloaths ;— 
He is the man l've for her choſe,” 

Now, thunder-{truck poor Strephon ſtood, 
And, mutt'ring, vow'd--he--wou'd--he wou'd; 
Ay, that he wou'd, he ſoon ſhould fee, 

In ſpite of father marry ſhe,— 

No ſooner thought, but Mira fair 

In Strephon's fight did then appear ; 

He ran to mect her catch'd—embrac'd.— 
Cleanthes after came in haſte; 


C 3} O'e1.90% 


„ ; 
O'ertook them both, and, with a frown, % 
With all his might knock'd Strephon down ; 15 
Caught hold of RIira- “ Come away! 
*© Your aged parent firſt obey ; 
* I know what's beſt for future life; — 


A pretty wench a ploughman's wife; 


No, no, my girl, not quite ſo hot, 


Friend John who lives in vonder cot, 
0 


ce 


"Tis he's allotted for your mate, 
And] you for him ſome time mult wait; 
Hc'll keep you ſomewhat like a man, 
& Ant better far than Strephon can; 
«< So think no more of him I pray, 
«© But home with me come ſtraight away.” 
Thus parted, Time brings all things round— 
And Mira now to Jahn is bound ; 
In one perpetual difcord they; 
John vows he'll rule—ſhe ſhall obey : 
Daſh go the things upon the floor, 
And crock'ry ware's thrown out of door ; 
The forty pounds to nothing gone, 
And John has Mira left alone: 
She dies with grief in great diſtreſs ; 
Clcanthes mourns without redreſs; 
Too late repents his ſclhſh will, 
Ihe only author of the ill. 
REFLECTION. a: 
Why then, ye parents, why ſo much adore S 
Ihe rœot of cvil—tempting, glitt'ring ore? 
Why 


* 

6 

* 
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Why make a pair for that unhappy live, 
When love itſelf can richer comfort give? 
"T'is them alone the marriage-ſtate admire, 
Whoſe hearts are kindled by love's pleaſing fire; 
"Tis them alone can truly love the ſtate, 
And bear thro” life the matrimonial weight: 
For, where the hearts do both at variance ſtand, 
is not the metal will eſteem command. 

Chuſe then, ye young, but chuſe with cau- 

tion ſtill, 

Let not the ſum e'er baulk the honeſt will; 
Be true to each; be kind and gen'rous too, 
Then Hymen will your happineſs renew. 
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MARY /e Cook t DICK the FARMER, 
An EPIST . . 


Live who can thy Power controul ? 


R ICHARD of all mankind the moſt complete, 
Plump as a patridge, and as ſugar ſweet ; 

Thy breath is fragrant as thy new-mown hay; 
Thy roguiſh eyes have ſtol'n my heart away. 
Thy dunghills mounts of ſweet perfume appear, 
Thy hogs grunt muſic to my love ſick ear; 
Wherc'er you tread a fragrant odour flies, 
Sweet as the vapours from my ſweeteſt pyes. 


On 


„ 

On Sunday laſt it was you threw me down, 
My apron tore, and all bedaub'd my gown ; 
Then wou'd I fain have told you you was rude, 
And flapt your face—Ah ! faith 1 wiſh I cou'd. 
What cov'dI do? your hugging ſtopt my breath, 
Nor ccu'd I move had I been hugg'd to death- 
Since that dear time my heart has known no reſt, 
But has been broiling in my flaming breaſt ; 
Since that ſweet time I neither fleep nor cat, 
I ipoil my puddings and I burn my mcat. 
Viat miſchief love creates in human hearts! 
My maſter ſwears he cannot touch my tarts. 
Whatc'er I dreſs, fince then, I'm ſure to ſpoil, 
Nor can I roaſt, or bake, or itew, or boil. 
By day, by night, whate'er I think or do, 
My thoughts are always gadding after you. 

Amelia, and the gentle folks above, 
Say they are pos that Moll is deep in love. 
In vain I vow, proteſt, and ſwear in vain, 
They ſce my vows are much againſt the grain. 
They ce the love that I would fain conceal, 


— A 


* . * J 1 5 - : - 1 . . 1 
I hey ſce ry face as white as any veal. 


Ihen to my arms and to my wiſhes fly, 


I'll fl thy pockets with a Chriſtmas pye. 
Of &:noit four a pudding I will make, 
Gre it with piumbs, and bake it for thy ſake. 


For oft I've neard —(Onh | bleſs that charming 


- ' \ 
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D BT 8 No 
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Come 
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Come then, O come, and charm my longing 
| eyes, 
Come, ſave my ſoups, my puddings and my pyes 
One ſmile from thee my ſenſes will reſtore, 
And I ſhall cook, as J have cook'd before. 


Vary DERR . 


e 5 © 000 © 200 £5087 002 2 I5C ICC £287 800000 de e od oooo c ooo © £00 000) CI000CH g 


Tale. 
Tu E poker loſt, poor Suſan ſtorm'd, 


And all the rites of rage perform'd ; 


II here's the POKER 7? 


As ſcolding, crying, ſwearing, ſweating, 
Abuſing, figitting and fretting. 

«© Nothing but villainy and thieving ; 

©« Good heavens ! what a world we live in? 
© If ] don't find it in the morning, 

© I'll ſurely give my maſter warning. 

© He'd better far ſhut up his doors, 

+ Than keep ſuch good-for-nothing whores, 
For whercſoc'er their trade they drive, 
We vartous bodies cannot thrive, ?” 

Well may poor Suſan grunt and groan 
Misfortuncs never come alone, 

But tread each other's heels in thron=:, 

For the next day ſhe loſt the tongs : 


The 


„ 

The ſalt-box, cullender and grate, 
Soon ſhar'd the ſame untimely fate. 
In vain ſhe vails and wages ſpent 

On new ones—for the new ones went. 
There's been (ſhe ſwore) ſome dev or witch in 4 
To rob and plunder all the kitchen, : 
One night ſhe to her chamber crept a 
(Where for a month the had not flent, ; 
Her maſter being to her ſeeming \ 
A better playtellow than dreaming 
Curſe on the author of theſe wrongs ! 
In her own bed ſhe found the tons. 
(Hang Thomas for an idle joker!) 
And there, good lack ! ſhe found the poker, 
With ſalt-box, pepper-box and kettle, 
And all the cullinary mettle. 
Be warn'd ye fair, by Suſan's croſſes, 
Keep chaſte, and gaurd yourſelves from lofles ; 
For if young girls delight in kiſſing, 
No wonder, that the poker's miſſing. 


«2424 
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The BAG-WIG and the ToAcco- Pier. 


| A Bag-wig of a jauntee air, 
Trickt up with all the barber's care, 
Loaded with powder and perfume, f 
Hung in a ſpenctirify's archng room. 


Clole | 


1 4s 4 
4 1 
>. 


ner rr 


Cloſe by its fide, by chance comey'd, 
A black totacco-pipe was laid; 
And with its vapours far and nze 
Outſtunk the eſſence of monſicur : 
At which its rage, the thing of hair, 
Thus, briſtling up, began declare: 
„% Bak'd dirt, that with intruſion rude 
Breaks in upon my ſolitude; 
And with thy fetid breath deſiles 
The air for forty thouſand miles 
Avaunt—polloution's in thy touch— 
Oh barbarous Engliſh !—horrid Dutch 
I cannot bear it, —Here, Sue, Nan, 
Go call the maid to call the man; 
And bid him come without delay, 
To take this odious pipe away. 
Hedious '—--fure ſome one ſmok'd thee. ſriend. 
Reverſely at his t'other end. 
Oh, what mixt odours | what a throng 
Of ſalt and ſour, and ſtale and ſtrong 
A moſt unnatural combination 
Enough to mar all perſpiration. 
Monitrous !—again—'twould vex a faint. 
Suſan, the drops——or elſc I faint !” 
The pipe, (for 'twas a pipe of ſoul) 
Railing himſelf upon his bou! 
In ſmoke, like oracle of old, 
Did thus his ſentiments unfold 

N *© Why 
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hy what's the matter, Goodman Swagger, 


Thou flanting, French, fantaſtic Bragpger ? 


Whole whole fine ſpeech is (with a pox) 
Ridiculous and heterodox. 

l'was better for the Engliſh nation 

Retore ſuch ſcoundrels came in faſhion ; 
When none fought hair in realms unknown. 
But Ry block hood hore his own, 

Rnov. puppy, I'm an Engliſh pipe, 
Deem'd be of cach Briton” s gripe; 
Who with my cloud-comprlling aid | 
Nelp cur plantations and our trade 

And am, When tober and when mellow, 
An upright, downr:ght honeſt fellow. 

Thy fools, like vou, may think me rough, 
And fern me *cauſe J am in buff, 

Yet vour contempt J glad receive, 

"Tis all the fame that vou can give, 

None Finery or foppery prize 

But they who've ſomething to diſguiſe; 
Fur fimple nature hates abuſe, 

vd plainnels is the dreſs of utc.” 
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Sceing the good old people ule, 

To read with, glaſſes croſs their note, 
Which they for ever wore about them. 
Ani ſaid they could not do without them, 
Hanpen'l one day to come to town, 

And, as he ſauntered up and down, 


He chanc'd to ſpy where ſuch like things 


ung dangling in a row of ſtrings; 

It rook him in the head to ſtop, 

And atk the matter of the ſhop, 

Tf he could furniſh folk, that need, 

With glaſſes that could make them read? 
Or ſelh a pair of, what d'ye call it? 

Would fit his noſe, and would not gall it? 
The man his drawer in one hand took, 
The other op'd the Bible-book. 

The drawer contain'd of glafl-s plenty, 
From ninety down to leſs than twenty; 
dome fer in horn, and ſome in leather, 
But Robin could approve of neither; 

And when a hundred pair he try'd, 

And fill had thrawn them all aide, 

The man grew peviſh—(both grew vext, )— 
An {wore he could not read the text.— 
Nat read“ — Confound you for a fool, — 
III hang, if e'e you went ta ſchool, — 
Did vou ver read without the help 

* Off ſpictaclos? —” Why no, vou whelp, 
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A T tour on Rionday morn, "tis ſaid, 
Ton: dawn frrung from his truckle bed, 
And in a paſſion with void NIGHT, 
Unbarr'd the roſy gates of lig! 
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When ont his father PHorsvs flew 

With ſuch amazing jorce he drew 

Almoſt unto his hgheſt noon, — 

Ere Crlia role—it was 10 oon. 

But up ſhe rear'd and rang her bell, 

When in came danty miſtreſs Nell, 

Oh dear, my lady, e'ent you well; 

Well !—yes—wihy what's O'clock f—oh heav- 
en ! [ yawning } 

A litile bit a paſt eleven. 

No more why then i'll Jay me down; 

No, I'll get up, child, bring my gown: 

My eyes fo ache I ſcarce can fee ; 

Nelly, alittle Ratifia. 

Well-now I'll fleep again, begonc, 

And get my chocolate at one: 

No, bring my gown, I'll put it on. 


For 
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Far ice the prutry fun beams come, 
And there's no bearing of the room 
do up the roſc, gaping and yawning, 
VWhilit Nelly waiting on her fawning. 
Veil, Name, your ladyſhip's quite right, 
On night, the glorious charms of night! 
People of taſte, who rout and play, 
Abhor the odious glare of day: 
And, Name, it you approve the night, 
The day'll be out of faſhion quite. 
Hufy, you flatter me, degone, 

Abend my chocolate by John, 
27, lame, — Then court'ſying, exit Nell, 
\Ty ½%/ laughs, and all is well. — 
When enters John, and bows his head, 
And brings the chocolate to bed, 
But here the muſe is much to blame, 
Stop, Pegaſus—ch fy for ſhame. 
duch tales as theſe you ſhall not tell 
Even to knowing miſtreſs Nell ; 
Enough is ſaid by way of jeſt, 
In ſecret ſilence wrapt the reſt: 

Then Czlia to her toilet goes, 
Attended by ſome favourite beaux, 
Who fribble it around the room, 
And curl her hair, and clean the comb, 
And do a thouſand monkey tricks, 
That you will think diſgrac'd the ſex, 
| 7 Nel! 
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Nelly“ why where's the creature fled ? : 
Put my poſt-chaiſe upon my head. A 
Your chair and chairmen, Mame, is brought | 
Stupid! the creature has no thought. | 

And, lame, the milliner is come, | 


y 


She's brought the broad-wh-el'd waggon home, 
And 'tis the pretty'tt little thing, 

Upon my honour.— Bring! bring! bring! 
How can you ſtand and talk about it ' 
You know I dic, I die, without it, 

In broad-wheeld wagg%:: thus arrav'd 

By beaux, and milliner, and maid, 

Dear C:zlia treads the toilet round, 

In her fair faithleſs glafs 'tis found, 

And ſo employs her every ſenſe 

"I would take a team to draw her thence. 
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M ISS Molly, a fam'd toaſt, was fair and 
young, 
Had wealth 2nd charms—but then ſhe had a 
| | Tongue 

From morn to night th' eternal larum rung, 

Which often loſt thoſe hearts her eyes had won. 
Sir John was ſmitten, and confeſs'd his flame, 

Sivh'd out the uſual time, then wed the daten; 

Peſſets'd 
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Poſſeſo'd he thought of every joy of life; 

But his dear Molly prov'd a very wife. 

Exceſs of fondneſs did in time decline, 

Madam lov'd money, and the knight lov'd wine. 
From whence ſome pretty diſcords would ariſe. 
As, You're a fool —and, You are mighty wiſe | 

'Tho' he and all the world allow'd her wit, 
Her voice was ſhrill, and rather loud than ſweet; 
When ſhe began—for hat and ſword he'd call, 
Then after a faint kiſs—cry, By dear Moll; 
Supper and friends expect me at the Roſe. 
And, what Sir John, you'll get your uſual 

doſc! 
Go, ſtink and ſmoke, and guzzle naſty wine; 
Sure, never virtuous love was us'd like mine. 
Ott as the watchful bellman march'd his 
round, 
At a freſh bottle gay Sir John he found. 
By four the knight would get his bufineſs done, 
And only then reel'd off, becauſe alone; 

Full well he knew the dreadful ſtorm to come, 
But arm'd with Bourdeaux, he durit venture 
home. 

My lady with her tongue was ftill prepar'd, 
She rattled loud, and he impatient heard: 
is a fine hour ! in a ſweet pickle made 
* And this, Sir John, is cverv day the trade. 

Here 
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de Here I ſit moping all the live-long night, 
*« Devour'd with ſpleen, and ſtranger to delight, 
Till mern ſends ſtagg'ring home a Crunken | 

beaſt, q | 
«© Reſolv'd to break my heart as well as refit. | 
* Hey ! hoop ! d'ye hear my damn'd obſtrep”- 

rous ſpouſe, 
What, can't you find one bed about the houſe 
Will that perpetual clack lie never ſtil] ? 
That rival to the ſoftneſs of a mil! 
Some couch and diſtant room muſt be m1 | 
choice, 
Where I may fleep uncurs'd with wife and 
| noiſe, 
Long this uncomfortable life they led, 
With ſnarling mcals, and each a ſep'rate bed. 
To an old uncle oft ſhe would complain, 
Beg his advice, and ſcarce from tears refrain. 
Old Wiſewood ſmok'd the matter as it was, 
*« Chear up, cry'd he ! and I'll remove the cauſc. 
* A wond'rous ſpring within my garden 
flows, 

Of fov'reign virtue, chiefly to compoſe [ | 
© Domeſtic jars, and matrimonial ſtrife, 
«© The beſt elixir t' appeaſe man and wife; 
*« Strange are th' effects, the qualities divine, 
+ *T:s water call'd, but worth its weight in 

wine. 
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If in his ſullen airs Sir John ſhould come, 
© Three ſpoonfuls take, hold in your mouth 


then mum : 
„ Smile, and look pleas'd, when he ſhall ragc 
and ſcold, 
« Still in your mouth the healing cordial hold; 
«© One month this ſympathetic med'cine try d, 
He'll grow a lover, you a happy bride. 
But deareſt nicce, keep this grand ſecret cloſe, 
Or every prattling huſſy *ll beg a doſe.” 
A water-bottle's brought for her relief, 
Not Nants could ſooner caſe the lady's grief: 
Her buſy thoughts are on the trial bent, 
And, female like, impatient for th' event |! 
The bonny knight reels home cxcceding 
clear, 
Prepar'd for clamour and domeſtic war; 
Ent'ring, he cries, —*Hey ! where's our thundc: 
fied |! 
No hurricane |! Betty's your lady dead ?” 
Madam, afide, an ample mouthful takes, 
Court'ſics, looks kind, but not a wordſhe ſpeaks, 
Wondring, he ſtar'd, ſcarcely his eyes believ'd, 
But found his cars agreeably deceix d, 
* Why, how now, Moll, what's the crotchet 
now? : 
dhe ſmiles and anſwers only with a bow. 


E Then 


But your provoking tongue undoes the charm: | 
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Then claſping her about—* Why let me die 
* Theſe night-cloths, Moll, become thee 
mightily !” 
With that, he ſigh'd, her hand began to preſs, 
And Betty calls, her Lady to undreſs. 
* Nay, kiſs me, Molly for I'm much in- 
clin'd:” 
Her lace ſhe cuts, to take him in the mind. 
Thus the fond pair to bed enamour'd went, 
TT he lady pleas'd, and the good knight content. 
For many days theſc fond endearments paſt, 
The reconciling bottle fails at laſt 
"T'was us'd and gone, then midnight ſtorms 
aroſe, | 
And looks and words the union diſcompoſe ; 
Her coach is order'd, and poſt-haſte ſhe flies, 
To beg her uncle for ſome freſh ſupplies, 
'T ranſported does the ſtrange effect relate, 
Her knight's converſion, and her happy ſtate ! 
Why, niece, ſays he,—I prithee apprehend | 
«© The water's water, —Be thyſelf thy Friend; * 
«© Such beauty would the coldeſt huſband warm, 


Ze ſilent and complying.—You'll ſoon find, 
„Sir John without a med'cine, will be kind.” 
The 
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Ze SPINNING- WHEEL: an Epiftelary 
TALE. 


Drar Tom, 


9 HIS comes to let you know 

I'm well, thank God, and hope you're ſo; 

In trath, I'm very much perplext 

For ſomething fine to write you ncxt; 

So leave this blank 

for you to fill 

With —even whatſoc'er you will. 
According, now, to ancient uſe, 

From compliments I come to news : 


Then know,—the vicar's daughter's marry'd, 


And ſiſter Suſan has miſcarry'd ; 

His worſhip's fon has been ſo wild, 
To get the chamber-maid with child, 
Which gives his Father ſuch offence; 
He never has been ſober ſince- 

As next in courſe, on you attends 
The juſt reſpect of all your friends; 
Accept of ſervices by dozens, 

From all your loving aunts and couſins : 
The ſheet of paper would not hold 'em, 
Or one by one I ſhould have told 'em, 

Next, on my part, in order comes 
My heaity love to John and James. 

E 2 To 


1 


A__—__ zz +. . 
* 


— 
— — 


— 


— 
— 


— 
— 


* — —ñ——A—kä ve ̃ — — —— — — — 
—— —¾—) . s 


- —— — 


1 


To ſnihing Kate and buxom Delly. 
Y ct not forgetting pretty Molly, 


And, now, for want of other Mutter, 
W hcrewith to furniſh out my letter; 
Lo vou, dear Tom, I vill untold 
A Story, which {or truth is told; 
But whether true or falſe, no doubt, 
Yeur judgment, Tom, will ſoon find cut 
And make a proper application 


Of what I give the bare relation. 


ONCE on a time (my Story ſays ) 
An over-itudious pricit there was, 
ho, to the age of nity-thr-e, 
Lad hoarded his virginity ; 
Neſiſting Satan all his life 
In form of miſtreſs, —or of wife. 


(Which let for that omiffion plead, 
Tho' what's material in the cafe 
Relates to fact, not time and place. 

But, not to make a long digrefiion, 
According to the modern faſhion ; by 
Grown weary of a ſingle life, 
He now reſolv'd to take a wife. 

The cauſe, indeed, is not aſſign'd 

Which made the parſon change his mind ; 
But, if to gueſs we may be bold, 

He faund the winter nights were cold : 


And, 
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And, ifwe may go on in gueſſing, 
Thought nat' ral heat the moſt refreſhing. 
But whether this, or what beſide, 
We'll leave the learned to decide. 

Purſuant to his reſolution, 
ihe next thing was, vhich way to chuſe one : 
Fr, rizht the parſon did conclude, 
Bad forme might be, tho' ſome were good: 
3:15, ſince he no experience had 
% diſtinguiſh good from bad, 
Luc only way he meant to try, 
Was taking her who'd firſt comply: 
For, if all wedlock is a lottery, 
Thinks he, tis but a picce of Scottery 
In cauſing for to make a pother, 
When one may prove as good as t'other : 
And, ſince kind fate is ſtill our guide, 
Both to the halter and the bride, 
Ee'n let's on that alone rely, 
Whether to marry, or to die, 
And wiſely yield to deſtiny. 

In vain 1s mortal wit employ'd, 
Or this to gain, or that avoid : 
O'cr-ruling Fate, which acts unſeen, 
With arm-forbidding ſteps between, 
Juſt when we think to graſp a joy, 
And does our blooming hope deſtroy. 
Then let's on that devolve our care, 
And all our uſeleſs labour ſpare. 


The 


1 30 J 

The doctor (for that he was ſo 
I ſhould have told you long ago; 

But for a poet to forget, 
Dear Thomas, is not ſtrange a bit) 

In Sunday gown, and cambric band, 
Equipp'd him for the Promis'd Land. 
For he imagin d now, friend Thomas, 
That wedlock was the Land of Promiſe 
And fancy'd, he could plainly ſhow, 

It did with milk and honey flow : 
Tho, if we may pretend to gueſs, 
He found it but the Wilderneſs. 

Burt, to take up the point in hand, 
Which ſeems, at preſent, at a ſtand ; 
On Heaven's direction he rely'd, 

And forth he went to ſeek a bride. 

Not far the pious prieſt had gone, 
Before he met with Farmer John : | 
*© Neighbour,** ſays he, „I think you have 
* A daughter, and her name I crave. | 

Doctor,“ cry'd honeſt John, tis true, 
« ] muſt have one, becauſe I've two; { 
« And, if you'd know the Names of both, VP 
« The one is Sis'ly, other Ruth.“ « 
« Sis'ly and Ruth?“ the doctor cry'd | 


« Well, one of theſe muſt be my bride; ' 
« And, neighbour, to declare the truth, 


I like, me thinks, the name of Ruth: 
| *The 


| 
| 
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The reaſon I prefer the ſame, 
Is, cauſc it is a ſcripture name; 
« For, wherc the Scripture can decidg, 
It always ought to be our guide.“ 
The farmer gave his free conſent, 
And home with him the doctor went; 
Where overjoy'd that he ſhould be 
The father of divinity, 
An ample can of nappy ale, 
Exceeding ſtrong and wond'rous ſtale, , 
"The farmer brought to drink ſucceſs 
To their approaching happineſs ; 
(For John had always underſtood, 
A Bargain dry could not be good. ) 
And, laſtly, to conclude the matter, 
He call'd in Ruth, his youngeſt daughter, 
Juſt in the glory of her youth, 
About fixteen was roſy Ruth. 
The doctor kiſs'd her, call'd her Child; 
She dropp'd a curt'ſy, bluſh'd, and ſmil'd, 
He aſk'd her, if ſhe'd change her life, 
And yield to be a parſon's wife: 
Said he was now reſolv'd on marriage, 
Lik'd both her perſon and her carriage, 
And in the morning did deſign, 
That Brother Crape their hands ſhould join. 
Ruth told him, he went on too faſt, 
That ſhe was not in ſo much haſte, 
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Nor did, indeed, deſign to marry, 
At ſooneſt, till next January ; 
That ſhe was young, but he was old, 
And, much ſhe fear'd, exceeding cold; 
For Dick had given her to gueſs 
How warm a youthful lover was 
And, by contraries, ſhe might know, 
An antient one could not be fo.) 
In ſhort, he might go ſeek elſewhere, 
A wife he ne'er ſhould have of her. 
Thus having told her full intent, 
A curtſy dropp d, and out ſhe went. 
The doctor this with grief affected. 
Who no ſuch uſage had expected; 
But, truſting to the proverb ſtill, 
That if one won't another will, 
He hop'd to reconcile the matter, 
By taking of the other daughter ; 
And looking on the farmer whiſtly, 
Deſir'd he would call in Sis'ly. 
About the age of thirty-three, 
A maiden {talc was Siſely: 
But for her years let's not deſpiſe her, 
As ſhe was older, ſhe was wiſer ; 
And, formal courtſhip laid aſide, 
Became at once the doctor's bride. 
There hands were join'd : the table ſpread : 
The night came on: they went to bed: | 
| Wher 
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Where let em ſleep, and take their eaſe: 
And freely do——-what e'er they pleaſe, 
Now, Phoebus gave Aurora warning, 
And whip and ſpur drove on the morning: 
When ſurfeited with marriage charms, 
The doctor left his Sis Ty s arms, 
With diff'rent thoughts of wedlock quite, 
Than he lay down with ovcr-night : 


And, truly, I have clear forgot 


Whether he did repent, or not; 
But, whether quite fo foon or no, 
Thouſands there be which have done fo ; 
For marriage is obſerv'd to be 
A fatal kind of prodigy ; 
At diſtance wears an angel's charms, 
But turns a devil in one's arms. 

And now, the doctor left his bride, 
To thumb the books he'd laid aſide, 


But told her, tho' ſhe was his wife, 


She muſt not lead a lazy life, 
Or purpoſe to be wholly idle, 


_ Whilſt he is poring o'er the Bible: 


For that ſame text is very meet, 


Which ſays, * Who works not ſhall not eat ;" 
And his defire was, indeed, 
That ſhe ſhould ſpin, whilſt he ſhould read. 


She told him, ſhe would ſtill obey 


Whatc'er commands he pleaſ'd to lay, 
| F | 
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And make the buſineſs of her life 
To prove a kind obliging wife. 

Nov, thus, almoſt a month was ruf; 
The doctor ready and Sis'ly ſpun : 
At laſt, a whim came in his head, 
Tnat he, for;ooth, would read in bed, 
Till he, for ſlcep, could do no more 
Than put the candle out, and ſnorc. 

Oft Sis'ly by perſuaſion try'd. 
To make him lay his books aſidt; 
But, ſpite of a} that ſhe could ſay, 
The dector ſtill would have his way. 
Night came in vain : ſhe ſigh'd, and turn'd ; 
The doctor read: the candle burn'd : 
No comfort did ſhe find in bed; 
The candle burn'd: the doctor read. 

One night, ſhe full of wiſhes lay, 
That he wou'd put his book away : 
But, finding it was all in vain, 
To ſigh, to reaſon, or complain; 
She from his ſid: did ſoftly, ſteal, 
And ſetch d to bed her Spinning-whecl. 

The doctor, ſtaring with ſurprize, 
Could ſcarce give credit to his eyes: 
** Good God !” ſays he, © what is't you do ? 
What tricks are you about to ſhew ? 
<< Was woman &'er before ſo mad 
+ To bring a Spinning-Wherl to bed? 

| Poor 
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Poor Sis'ly ſqueez d the doctor's hand, 
And told him, ſhe his wiſe command 
Had well conſider'd, plainly ſhewing, 
That ev'ry one ſhou'd {till be doing. 
The doctor ſmiling, gueſs'd what meant 
His bluſhing ſpoute's compliment ; 
And took the thing by it's right handle, 
Laid down his book : blew out the candle. 


The SALUTE, 


As Collin once the fair Dorinda kiſs'd, 

Whoſe Noſe was too cxtenſive to be miſs'd, 

My dear ſays he, I fain would kiſs you cloſer, 

But tho? your lips ſay Ay— your Noſe fays no 
Sir. 

She being equally to nurth inclin'd, 

Placing her lovely lilly hand behind, 

There ſwain ſays ſhe ſecurely may'ſt thou kiſs 

Where there's no Noſe to interrupt thy blifs. 


++++++t+--+ 
The RAKE and Fr IAR: 4 Tat. | 


'To M Ramble, a rake, of true Catholic hope, 
Who look'd for falvation thro' faith in the 

Pope 5 | 
1 Having 
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Having been to the fair « litt'c too true 
A , 
And borrow'd from God to give woman her due; 
oO * 
With qualms of contrition ene morning was 


taken, 
(And conſcience declaring *tvras high time to 
reckon ) 


His ſteps to a convent the gallant addreſs'd, 
To peur his tranſgreſhons in Dominick's breaſt. 
He rent his lac'd ruffles, diigrac'd his touper, 
He broke his couteau, and he fell on his nee: 
Oh father loſt reſt to a finner reftor:, 
Theſe picces are many, my treſpai!. 5 more. 
So quickly he drew from his pocket © purſe, 
Which ey'd by the Friar, his anſwer was thus: 
Sir, truſt mother church, fur {he'!] ever conticr 
Indulgence to him that's indulgent to her 
Let indigent wretches bc {car'd for their ſouls, 
Remiſſion ſhe grants—on receipt of piitoles, 
The gatc of her mercy to all is unbarr'd 
Jo all ſuch I mean, as come duely prepar'd- 
The ſinner encourag'd to make his confeſſion, 
Devcutly proceeds thus to tell his tranſgreſſion: 
A ſhepherdeſs, harmleſs and young, I betray'd, 
found her oh!] would J had left her) a maid ; 


”Y 

Untaught as the lambs ſhe watch'd on the 
common, 

Decoy'd by this purſe, I ſoon made her a 
woman ; 
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This bought her compliance, this bought my 
; delight, 
Take, take, holy father, this fiend from my 
ſight. 
The friar obzy'd, and took charge of the booty - 
Obedience, you know, was a branch of his 
duty: 
So was poverty too—yet Aurum accepit: 
Way, ture you don't think his intent was to 
kecp it? 
But ha bad tale by its length be made worſe, 
Th- >riar well weighing the cafe of—the purſe, 
I fin not, ſaid he, any cauſe for alarm: 
You inſtructed a virgin—and where, was the 
harm? 
The libertine, finding the virtue of rhino, 
Procecded in penitence Jure Divino. 
The charms of a widow my foul did ſurprize, 
(Deiparing her grief, but enchanting her eyes) 
Mo tecond enjoyment ſhe'd ſworn to allow; 
i kifs'd off her fears, and, oh] cancel'd her 
vow. 
Mere charity, fon, had oblig'd you to this, 
Lo comfort the widow, ſure was not a miſs, 
An Hugonet's conſort fell next in my ſnare. 
By force I ſubdu'd the intractable fair; 
Her huſband intruded, he fell in the ſtrife; 
I ſtripp'd her of honour, and him of his life, 
| Piſhs 


([ Of thoſe above there's always plenty) 


1 
Pith, let no ſuch trifles your mind incommode; 
To take from an Heretick's giving to Gol : 
Which doubtleſs will cancel all treſpaſics paſt, 
And merit the kingdom of glory at laſt. 
I love to a beautiful Nun did reveal, 
She open'd her heart, and ſhe open'd her cell; 


She open'd 
Oh heavens i damnation and hc"! | 
Mark, mark it in black, O ye ſacred recorders 
What lie with a Nun, and not be in Orders 
That one dcadly fin exceeds all the ſeven ; 
"Tis robbing the Church, and that's robbing ol 
Heaven | 
A Jdamnable error, which can't be forgiven ! 
No vigil, nor offering atones for your evil; 
Down, down to predition ! down, down to the 
devil | 
Away went the galant, away crept the monk, 
This ſneak'd to his pottage, and that to his 
punk. 
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A BATCHELOR's Addreſs, or Propoſal to the, 
MaiDexs. 


| N E maids, whom nature meant for mother 
Some fair, ſome brown, and browner others, 
From fifteen up to five and twenty, 


She 
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She who theſe virtues hall inherit, 
A batchelor wov'd ſtrive to merit. 
Let her have given her heart to no man, 

{ Who without heart would take a woman ? } 
Not a meer wit, or perfect beauty, 

Or who knows all things but her duty, 
Who never learnt the art of ſchookng, 
Untainted with the itch of ruling, 
Who not abroad, nor yet in his dome 
Will deign tv teach her huſband wildotn ; 
Who thinks the marriage ſtate commodzons, 
Yet deems the name of huſband odious, 
W hom nothing but extremes can bias, 
Who's always wild er madly pitus ; 

Still furniſhing the ſoandal«(craperes, 

Or eaten up with ſpleen and vapours. 

No let her be of equal temper, 

A kind of an eadem fempeer ; 

Of ſprightly wit, unarm'd with ſater, 

And always mingled with good- nature; 
Of ſober ſenſe, and humble minded, 

Whom vanity has never blinded, 
Unhurt by pride, unſtain'd by paſſion, 

And unſeduc'd by giddy faſhion ; 

Who deems it folly beyond meaſure, 

To ſpend her life in ſearch of pleaſure ; 
Still ſuits her pleaſures to her ſtation, 

And governs all by moderation. 
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Who with the gay can ſometimes mingle, 


Yet keep her heart and conſcience fingle ; 


And wiſhes when from crouds retiring, 
For joys of calmer ſcenes, inſpiring. 

If ſhe can love, ſincere and hearty, 
A batchelor, not far from thirty, 


Who boaſts of nothing more than common, 


Suffice it he may pleaſe a woman ; 
An honeſt heart is all whoſe merit, 
And all the praiſe he would inherit ; 
In perſon plain, but not the meaneſt, 
Tho' truly, ſomewhat of the leaneſt; 
Of fortune, from his fire deſcendent, 
Enough to make him independent ; 
To higher honours not pretending, 
Than thoſe of humble nature's lending; 
Who aims but at a ſnug codition, 
Above contempt, below ambition. 

If ſhe will take, without objections, 
The man, with all his imperfections, 
Of merit, perſon, fortune, ſtation, 
Before all others in the nation; 

And not deſpiſe a loving honey, 


(Tho' long and lank, and lean and boncy) 


I'd fly to find the lovely creature, 
And joy in Hymen's bands to meet her, 


0 
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An EPIGRAM en 0 ſp teſul Brothers. 


Wi IH ſobbing voice, upon his death-bed 
ſick, 
Thus to his brother ſpake expiring Dick : 
«© Thy' during—all my life—in poverty,— 
© Thou never, — Neddy, ſhew'dſt— oncern 
© for me 
hope thou wilt take care, 
| am dead, 
* To ſee me bury'd.” “ That I will,” quoth 
Ned. 
«© We'll lay the deep enough, Dick, never fear, 
© Thou ſhait no longer be a nuſance here: 
* And, as a fit memorial on thy grave, 
I'll write this epitaph, Here lies a Knave.“ 
This ſting pierc'd deed ; and keen ſurpriſing 
pain 
Call'd Dick's departing ſpirits back again 3 
Sarcaſm ſo bitter wou'd not let him die, 
Till thus he made as bitter a reply; 
And, when thou ſhalt be laid by me, dear 
<« brother, 
«« Some friend, I hope, will write, 158 lies 
another.“ 
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The PAR SON. 


ON E Sunday at night, as a country divine 

Sat Aluſhing his face with Sir Thomas's wine, 

Sir, quoth he to the knight, I am threeſcore 
and ten, 

Which, you know, is in common the age of 
all men : 

Yet ſtill (praiſe kind heav'n) I think I may ſay, 

My ſtrength does not ſeem in the leaſt to decay. 


The ſame man I have been for theſe forty long 


years ; 


I remain to a title, (except my grey hairs.) 

I riſe about ſeven, I breakfaſt at nine, 

Till twelve, take an airing, return home ang 

dine. | 

Then a glaſs of good port, with the pipe and 
the news, 

And the whole afternoon, fir, myſelf I amuſe, 

Small ſupper is beſt ; I go early to bed, 


Without any thing further to trouble my head, 


My tythes, aud my dues, as they come I receive 


em 


And thoſe who deſpite me—pray god to for- 
give *em. 
] neves 


- NE"... 


or 

never neglect my parochial duty, 

Save ſometimes by chance, when my legs be- 

come gouty. 
In ſhort, Sir, to give you the great and the ſmall 
on't, 

can preach twice a day, and make nothing 

at all on't. 
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To purge the anxious mind from ſpleen, 
Vid make the clouded brain ſerene; 
To ſhorten too the tedious day, 
And calm the dame who's dear's away ; 
The tickling powder was invented, 
Dear rappee either plain or ſcented. 

Bleſt duſt ! J hail thy friendly pow'r 
Companion of an idle hour, 
Sweet-ſolace of an aching brain, 


A friend to wit, a foe to pain ; 


Thy ſtore ſuplies that want of bread, 
And fills the vacuum of the Head ; 
Supplies me with the maxim uſt, 


I was, and ſhall return to duſt ; 


This thought affords a pleafing pain, 
And makes me in my mis'ry vain. 
O ! when, ſhall I become rappee, 
The maze of pia-mater fee, 
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The ſplendid nothings there diſcloſe, 
That fill the cerebrum of beaux, 
And lead whole nations by the naſe, 
O] when, from Cloc's box rcfn'd, 
Shall I ſurvey a female mind; 
Dart quick thro” all the land of thought, 
Behold how female heals are fr..ught. 
Behold her vices and perfections; 
F See hints for making nee complex ons, 
| Her arts to make her virtucs leſs : 
Her love of crouds, her love of dreis; 
Her ftrong affeftion for abuſe, 
Her longing after billets-doux. 
Her vain contempt of cv'ry creature, 
| Whom nature croſſes in a feature; * 
Her envious ſmile, her wanton ſizh, 
But—take a pinch, and lay me by. 
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' The FRIGHTED FA2MER, a TALE. 
! 
1 A Farmer been to pay his Rent, 
4 Was joging home with great content 4 
7 But, having partly got his load, | 


| 

4 In an unſteady manner rode; 

1 Lean'd this way, that way, backward, forward, 
| Nor deem'd it proper, now, to ſpur hard. 

For, tho' he were not fairly fuddled, 

N Hedge felt himſelf a little muddied. 

For 
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Pot valiant grown, couragious Roger 
Thought, he cou'd make a ſpecial ſo'dier ;— 
Valu'd no mortal of a louſe ;—and 
Of toes cou'd kill, —at leaſt, a thouſand. 

But all this valour nought avail'd him : 
Alas his courage quickly fail'd him. 
Tno' ſtrongly arm'd with Rout October, 
A h-2aty fit ſoon made him ſober ; 
An chas'd away the drowſy god, 
nich, now and then, had forc'd a nod. 
Vor pailing o'er a dreary green, 
Where dreadful ſhectres had been ſeen, 
(By crazy coxcombs half a ſleep,) 
Poor Roger ſideways chanc'd to peep. 
This he no ſooner dar'd to do, 
But O!—he ſaw,—('tis very true;) 
He ſaw—a ſad, tremendous fight, | 
That caus'd his hair to ſtand upright : 
A fight | that well-nizh made him ſwoon ; 
So clearly ſhone the ſplendent moon. 
He ſaw—a ſhocking kind of ſhade, — 
I mean not that his body made; 
For O! beſides, he ſaw another,) 
That made him tremble, quake, and ſhudder, 
Softly he turn'd his head ;—and then, 
Lie look'd, —aud turn'd, —and look'd again. 
The man was in a muck wet ſweat, 
To think ef what behind him fat ; 

| And 


1. 
And won ler'd, in the name of G—4 ! 
What rucfu] creature with him rode, 


| Which caſt - (he horribly ſuſpected,) 


The monſtrous ſhade he ſaw projected. 
Himſelf he bleſſes !—and, at length, 
Reſuming courage, ſenſe, and ſtrength, 
He o'er one ſhoulder glanc'd: but O! 


What horror did he undergo, 


When plainly thus reveal'd to ſight, 
He look'd upon th' infernal ſpright ! 
And now, forſooth, to make appzar 
The cauſe of all this panic fear. | 
Know then, there was, where Hodge had been, 
Tho" ne'er before by Roger ſeen ; 
I fay,—there liv'd, at this ſame hall, 
A thing, that men—a Monkey call. 
(For great folks then, all muſt allow, 
Odd fav'rites had, as well as now.) 
To pleaſe the lady Pug was kept; 
And he, to pleaſe himſelf, had lept— 
(The mimic brute with hideous mien, 
Damſels oft do the ſame, had ſeen, ) 
Behind poor Roger, on the horſe : 
Of what enſu'd,—this, this, the ſource. 
Let's now return to that ſame wight, 
We left in ſuch a woeful plight. 
At ſight of this tremendous Monkey, 


How did he ſtare !—and O—hoyw ſt—nk he 
| Fer 


(47-3 


For ev'ry time the poor man ſtarted, 
It ſeems, he ſomewhat more than f-rt-d, 
Hodge nc'er had ſe2n(nor had his wife, ) 
So ſtrange a thing in all his life. 
And having once of this foul Imp's 
Uncouth Grimace receiv'd a glimpſe ; 
At this firſt interview, (O ſad!) 
That Roger, and the Monkey had, 
Hack-bac&-cack keck, the Goblin cry'd, 
And grin'd, in griſly ſort, beſide. 
() !—how did then the poor man pant, 
How mend his pace !—ſays he, avaunt ! 
Satan, avaunt |—thee I reſiſt; 
(He ſpoke, —and felt himſelf bep-ſt.) 
And do thou, Satan, from me—fly : 
Satan, avaunt I thee—defy,— 
Thee I—defy — than let me go: 
J am, —as all—my neighbours know, 
A righteous man and good pſalm ſinger ; 
Nor long to pay my rent—x'er linger. 
Beginning now to feel the ſpur, 

Brock Gallop'd wi' th' wrong foot before: 
And Pug around poor Roger's Neck, 
Claſping his paws, cry'd hack back keck. 
(Self preſervation is, by Nature, 
The bent of ev'ry living creature: 
"Tis common for the worſt of elves, 
T' endeavour to ſecure themſelves.) 

| The 
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The farmer frighted worſe than ever, 
All o'er, like Afpen leaf, did ſhiverr. 
And he who lately did fo goſter, 
Strove now to ſay the pater noſter. 
O that I were but ſafe he cry'd, 
He ſweat he pray'd and homeward hied, 
Whilſt Pug, with hack hack keck, reply'd; 
And held him by the farmer faſt : 
Who (heav'n be prais'd /) got home, at laſt. 
Roger forthwith began to roar, — 
Open, dear wife, at once, the door ; 
Make haſte !—make haſte !—or tu undone : 
Joan came, as faſt as fhe cou'd run. 
She ſtar'd to ſee that monſter, Pug, 
So cloſely thus her Huſband hug, 
Thus hang behind, like any knapſack, 
- And in ſuch horrid fort his chaps hack, 
O! come, and help, ſweet wife! O big these 
Says Hodge, —Sa-Satan, I defy thee ' 
With goggling eyes, and ſcreaming tone, 
And I defy thee too, —ſays Joan 
Nay,—and to let the dev'] in loth, 
Straight ſlams the door, and with an oath, 
Adds,—faith ! and I defy you both. 
Alas !|—misfortune on msifortune !— 
In vain does Hodge his wife importune, 
That in ſuch need ſhe'd not forſake him: 
But e' en for her the de'1] might take him: 
What 
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What, what muſt now of him become 

Arriv'd (but O! not ſafe) at home. 

He got, as well as he was able, — 

He knew not how, —into the ſtable ; 

Accomp'ny'd by his foul familiar ; 

Nor ever, in his life, look'd filler. 

O dear !—what muſt the man do now ? 

He {obs, and itares, and kens the mow ; 

To ſcramble up the cratch then ſtrives : 

Fear gives him ſtrength, and Satan drives. 

Unhappy Hodge [think what you lift on't,— 

Joan prov'd a moſt unmect aſſiſtant. 

In troth, he well might weep and wail, 

to tee his boſom-fricnd turn tail, 

er head in hav, now torc'd to creep ;— 

Vet cou'd not cry bimſelf aſleep: 

But watch'd, and piay'd, and quak'd all n' 

And thought of nothing but the ſpright. 

Thus, weltring in his muck, he lay; 

And long'd molt ard-ntly for day. 

Mean while, the dire, tremendous ſtrang*: 

Lod.'d harmleſs underneath the manger. 
The welcome morn arrives at laft :;— 

And early comes, in murrain-haſte, 

A truſty ſervant, from the *ſquire's ; 

Who for eloping Pug enquires. 

For one, forſooth, had call'd to mind. 

He'd ſeen him flily mount behind 
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Poor honeſt Tage Pug o'er and o'er, 
The like had practis'd heretofore ; 
And, near the block, it ſeems, th'encharrtet 
Happen'd, that night, c-7 to ſaunter. 
But who'd ha' thought this grim gallant 
Wou'd c'er ha* prov'd fo complaifant, — 
Been thus diſpos'd fo far to roam, 
And wait upon the farmer home; 
n ſhort, (tho' I muſt own, my metre 
Both ſhorter might ha? been, and ſweeter ;, | 
Phe *ſquire his Monkey had again, — 
Roger got rid of all his pain; 
Was really frighted more than hurt. 
Requir'd with ſhame, a cleaner ſhirt : 
And as himſelf he went to mixen, 
Curſt, all the way, the vagrant vixen. 


WIINSICAL WEALTHY's WILL. 


SINCE youth and age 
Muft quit the ſtage, 
And either ſoon or late, 
By death be hurl'd 
Out of the world, 
So ſtern the will of fate; 


I, in the prime 
Of health and time, ht 
Without 


BE 
Without regret divide, 
And frankly ſhare, 
What I muſt ſpare, 
As reaſon deigns to guage, 


Imprimis, to 
The wrangling crew 
Of catchpoles and attorneys, 
I leave my feet, 
Light, quick, and fleet, 


To ſpeed them on their journeys, 


And as ] know, 
Their {funds fo low, 

A to their other talcnts, 
Add ſcruples three, 
Of honeſty, 


Their dark accounts to balance. 


In this bequett, 
Above the reſt, 
I had bcen more profuſe, 
But that 'tis plain 
One ſingle grain 
Is more than e'er they'l] uſe. 


To thirſty ſots, 
J leave full pots, 
Ot water, mix'd with gall, 
H 2 
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And, what's far Morte, 
An empty purſe, 
And credi. ſunk witha! 


For coquets nice, 
This ſage advice 
I leave to all their clan. 
Fo lay afide 
T heir empty pride, 
And marry while they can, 


To formal prudc:, 
Whom love exciudcs, 
Deſpair and rotten t-»th, 
Wrinkles, grey hairs, 
And all theſe carcs, 
Old maids are peſter'd with. 


The daſtard's par 
Shall be my hcart, 
y fortitude and ſpirit ; 
And fuch as fict, 
And oit take pet, 
My patience ſhall inherit. 


The bounteous fair 
My leve ſhall ſhare, 
Who're virtuous, true, and loyal; 
The reſt I leave 
Rakes to deceive, 


And ſtand the old ma:d's trial. 


Such 
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duch tools of ſtate, 
Whom public hate, 
Has wrapt in dark diſguiſe, 
Who graſp at pow'r, 
And wealth devour. 


To juſtice J deviſe. 
Each nciſy ſcold 


\Who ( uncontroul'd 
By reaſon ) can't be civil, 

But dins mankind, 

leave confign'd 


To Bedlam, or the d——], 
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Moptrn JUSTICE ; , The CASE ALTERED. 
A Tale. 


O NC E on a time, if Fame fav true, 
For Fame will lye, and flatter too, 

A Country Juſtice liv'd remote 

From town, and had the laws by rote ; 
If c'er his ncighbours ſuffer'd wrong 
By vile abuſes of the tongue, 

Before his worſhip they mult go, 

Ard there relate the tale of woe; 

His worſhip ſeated in the chair, 

50 tern his voice, ſo grave his air, 

The parties trembling ſtand in awe, 
And wait the ſentence of the law, 


Long 
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Long in ſuſpence the cauſe appears, 
And each is rack'd by hopes and fears; 
His worſhip ( for it now grew late ) 
Thought it was time to end d bate, 
And thus pronounc'd the juſt decree ? 
Let me adviſe you to agree 
Make up the matter with conient— 
& Retire with fricn!{hip and content: 
Advice fo good can never fail ) 
„Shake hands, and, o'cr a mug of ale, 
Forget your wrongs, and live in peace, 
And let your idle quarrels ceaſe.” 
This wiſe decree they all admire, 
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And toaſt the Juſtice round the ire 
By this his worthip was ronown'd, 
Eitcem'd and honour'd ten miles round. 
But now my Muſe proces to tell 
What to his worſhip ſoon beſcll 
A tale that tarniih'd all his 
Come, aid me, Truth, to tc] 
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An honeſt farmer, ncar the ſpot, | 


By induſtry a living got; 
/ — 92 8 
Always at work this man was ſeen, 
His wife was ncat, his children clean ; 
His fields were till'd, his corn was fow'd, 
His heart with future plenty glow'd: 
He cheerful ſaw bie harveſt near, 
His corn was ripening in the ear. 
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One morn, preventing day, he ro!c— 
Acrol, the netgs to work he 2025; 
Bit ſudden opt, and look'd around 
Hs corn ves trotiden to the ground: 
Strait ne reſolv'd the foc to trace, 
For hart fHar'd him in the face; 
His noighbour's hogs, fo void of ſenſc, 
VUho tn bounds, had broke his tence. 
And rac > ircely, uncontroul'd, 
Nat usa to fear, for hogs are bold; 
His plcaiing dreams of Plenty flod, 
And ncarer views the lack of bread ; 
Pale Famine ſtood before his eyes, 
And fancy heard his children's cries ; 
Duns and rough bailiffs too he ſaw, 
And all the tyranny of law : 
Shock'd at the thought, he left the place, 
Before his worſhip laid the caic ; 
* Whether a neighbour's. hogs had right, 
To break his fence, tho' in the nighty— 
Whether for treſpaſs he might ſuc, | 
And all the miſchief that they do, 
Their owner, muſt not he ſtand to? [ 
The Juſtice heard, and thus replied; 
© 'The caſe is clear, 'twas nc'er denied, — 
*© The owner of the hogs muſt pay 
© The damage you've ſuſtain'd to day: 
* Make out your bill, whate'cr you've loſt, 
*© Whoc'er he be, ſhall pay the coſt : 
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Juſtice I'll do, nor fear the Great, 
And laugu at all the knaves of State; 
« Come, honeſt farmer, let me know 
„ Whoſe hogs they are that ferv'd you ſo : ” 
* 'Then hear me, Sir, and be it known, 
© Theſe hogs were all—your worſhip's own: 
Startled at this, the Juſtice falter'd ; 
The hogs my own—the caſe is alter d. 
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A Cannon ball, one bloody dan, 

Took a poor ſailor's leg away; 

And, as on's comrades's back he made of, 

A ſecond fairly took his head off, 

The fellow, on this odd emergence, 

Carries him pick-pack down to the ſurgeons. 
Z—nds ! cries the doctor, arc you drunk, 

To bring me here an headleſs trunk ? 
A lving dog ! cries Jack, — he ſaid 

His leg was off, and not his head. 
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An EPIGRAM. 


It: blew an hard ſtorm, and in utmoſt confuſion 
The ſailors all hurried to get abſolution; 
W hich done, and the weight of the ſins they'd 

confeſs'd, 

Were transferr'd, as they thought, from them- 
ſelves to the prieſt; 

To lighten the ſhip, and conclude their devo- 
tion, 


T hey toſs'd the poor parſon ſouſe into the ocean. 


On Doctor Capocan's TREATISE on Chronic 
| Di ſea ſes. 
By a Compeny of Cits. 


Rejoice, all ye bucks; Epicurean blades, 


Ye ſons of true ſpirit, promoters of trades; 


Cadogan's curſt treatiſe has late met a ſhock, 


And the head of the author been voted a block 
By a party of cits, who, to check this great evil, 
Had form'd a commitee, and met at the Devil®: 


Devil T. avern, Fleet-flreet, 
NS The 
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The Vintner firſt, with ruddy noſe, 
This great debate began; 

Says he full well the ſcripture ſhews 
Il ine glads the heart of man: 
Does then this prating puppy think 
Mankind will be ſuch fools, 

I. cave punch and wine! ſmall beer to drink, 
By his abſtemious rules? 


The Cao then got up with his broad ſhining 
face, 

And thus moſt deciſively ſtated the caſe: 

View but Alderman George who in turtle delights, 

And whoſe taſte the fat haunch beyond all things 
invites; 

Let a French petit maitre be the next man you 
ſee, 

Who's fed on ſoup maigre and frogs fricaſee ; 

Obſerve but this contraſt, and you can't want 

conviction, 
To treat all this mad doctor ſays, as a fiction. 


The Oilman next his weighty reaſons gave, 
(Rich was the man, and to his gold a ſlave ) 
Of all falſe maxims which thcſe writings own, 
* Picklcs the worſt of poiſons, ” laſt goes down; 
Acids 
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ids, tis known an appctite create, 

And they with huge impatience make us wait 

To ſtorm the ſecond courſe with unabated 
hcat, 


The Baker then aroſe 

As pale as Hamlet's ghoſt ? 
And in a moment ſhows 

W here he poor ill cou'd roaſt: 
My argument, quoth he, 

At once will end this ſtrife; 
For ſure we all agree, 


That Bread's the Staff of Life. 


The leaden-headed Grocer ſpeechifi'd the laſt, 
His words were few, he this ſhort ſentence paſt; 
Wich all your reaſons, my good friends, 1 agree, 
But don't forget to add, a little ſpice for me. 
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On a Gentleman whz loft his fortune en Horje racing. 


J O HN ran ſo long, and ran ſo faſt, 
No wonder he ran out at laſt, 
He ran in debt, and then to pay; 
He diſtanc'd all — and ran away. 
I 2 | Se#5 
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Sent by a Country Clergyman to his Peruke-maker 
at Grantham, Lincolnſhire, with his daugh- 
ters hair. 


G OOD Mr. Gill, J doubt not your ſkill, 
Nor diſpute your ſtrict juſtice and care 

Fifteen days after date, if you'll cover my pate 
With a wigg of my daughter Nann's hair, 


Of a right flaxen white, let it fit round and tight, 
With a curl large as any gooſe egg is, 

With a fore-top as high as a rais'd ven'ſon pye, 
And as full as the calf of my leg is : 


Long before as behind, for that is my mind, 
Will beft become my broad face ; 

Thirty inches in all is the round of the caul, 
Thus mounted, my features 'twill grace. 


And as for your pay, let me know but tue day 
And ſet your price lower or higher, 

I'll pay you as ſoon, and as much to the tune 
As the dean does himſelf, or our *ſquire. 
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The Gentleman, not hearing from the 
Barber, wrote as follows : 


(3009 Mr. Gil, I can take nothing il 
From a man of your merit and fame; 

But I fear you poſtpone my poor caxen alone, 
And have finiſh'd all others that came. 


If it's not on the pipes, I cou'd wiſh you the 
gripes, 
Becauſe you've deferr'd it ſo long; 
But you know I ne'er quarrel with ought but 2 
barrel, 
Nor with that, if its mellow and ſtrong. 


At good I bitfurtide, you know that the bride 
And the bridegroom haunt me for the job; 
Ihen how odd wou'd it look, for the parſon te 

ſnook | | 
Tn a ſorry old hay-couler'd bob 
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Pray make no miſtake, for next werk is our 
wake, | 
And if it's not finiſh'd by then, 
You may wipe your backſide with this piece of 
my pride, 
And ſend me my hair home again. 


The Poet ſallying from his Lodgings to the Park. 


Horp ict me look e'er I adventure, 
'Loof | Bailiff, while the ſtreet I enter. 
My thoughts his preſence ſore affrighten— 
He dog's each couplet while I'm writing, 
Who touch'd ?—1I tremble to the toes 
O — *'twas afly buzz'd 'croſs my noſe 
Bleſt chance] my danger was but mental, 
Fear is to bards ſo incidental. 
A catchpole's a diſeaſe moſt plaguey, 
Tis the ſtarv'd wit's quotidian ague. 
What ſon of fame; to Phoebus dear, 
But feels the fit quite thro” the year? 

See HIM around the Play-houſe rage 
To catch the monarch of the ſtage ; 
Oft has he, from his hight of pow'r 
Been drag'd, to durance, in an hour, 

By 
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By the fell caitiff and his mate; 
Hid ambuſh'd at the poſtern gate. 
Great PniL1e's heir that won the wor'd, 
Has the ſame night to goal been hurl'd; 
And mighty Cz/ar, by their dodging, 
Been pent up—in a penny lodging; 
Imperial queens, who, juſt before, 
The diadem and purple wore, 
For whom cnamour'd herocs wept, 
In ſpunging-houſe have ( captive) ſlept; 
Lock'd up to ſuffer legal rape. 
By palms whoſe gripe no wight can ſcape. 

At drawing-rooms, from birth-day ſhow, 
They lurk to ſnap the way-laid beau; 
His ſword-hilt bunch'd with filver tag, 
His ſormidable breadth of bag, 
The coat lac'd thick from cape to ſkirt, 
Can not preſerve him from the dirt ; 
Haul'd from his chair, away they ſally, 
To the blind gin-ſhop of ſome alley, 
There in ſtrait quarters they repoſe him, 
Till priſon walls, more wide, incloſe him, 

Such is the wretches dire miſhap, 
Whom catchpoles bird-lime fingers trap ; 
Monſter, more mercileſs and fell, 
Lives not, for certain, out of hell : 
Nay, bards have ſung, and debtors ſwore, 
The devils gainſt him clap the door; 
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They think, to heat him for a kettle, 
Their fire and brimſtone all too little. 
O how I chuckle (but in thought) 
To ſee hini by the rabble caught, 
By a whole hooting hoſt ſurrounded. 
High in ſome dung-cart ſafely pounded, 
Worry'd with bitter taunts and ſpecches, 
Of gear diſmantled, to the breechcs. 
Then, ſor purgation, head and rump, 
Lugg'd, bear-like to ſome kindly pump 
Or made (the paſtime to enrich ) 
To duck beneath ſome ſav'ry ditch ; 
Or im the nightman's deiry draught 
Plump'd down and baited, fore and aft. 
O may each bog-houſe, for his turn, 
Diſcharge, brink-high, his copious urn. 

Oft happen'd this in days of yore, 
But ah! the Mint is now no more; 
Numbers, that whilom there reſorted, 


Are fled — moſt hang'd —che reft—tranfported. 
— Hark — what ſtrange ſound at mawares 


Comes — (or tis fancy) from the ſtairs ; 
Grant, that no hungry beaft of prey, 

No Railiff-breed, has proul'd this way : 
Guard me, kind genius I defpond— 
Look to yourſelves, there I'll abſcond. 
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The Origin EE Marr, 


\ y H O e'r with curious eye has rang'd 


Thro' Ovid's tales, has ſeen 
How ove, incens'd, to monkeys chang'd 
A tribe of worthleſs men, 


Repenting ſoon, th' offending race 
Intreat the injured pow'r, 

To give them back the human ſhape, 
And reaſon's aid reſtore. 


Jove, ſooth'd at length, his car inclin'd, 
And granted half their pray'r : 


The other half he bid the wind 
Diſperſe in empty air. 


Scarce had the thund'rer giv'n the nod. 
That ſhakes the vaulted ſkies; 

With haughtier air the creatures ſtood 
And ftretch'd their dwindled ſize. 


The hair in curls luxuriant now 
Around their temples ſpread, 

Ihe tail that whilom hung below 
Now dangles from. their head. 
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The head remains unchang'd within, 
Nor alter'd much the face, 
It ſtill retains its native prin 
And all the old grimace. 


The hollow cheeks begin to fill, 
But meagre looks and wan; 


The mouth inccflant chatter'd ftill, 


And mock'd the voice of man. 


Thus half transform'd, and half the ſame, 
7Zove bid them take their place, 

Reſtoring them their ancient claim 
Among the human race. 


Man with contempt the brute ſurvey'd, 
Nor would a name beſtow ; 

But woman lik'd the motly breed, 
And call'd the thing a beau. 
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Reynard out-witted : or, the Lawyer caught in his 
own Trap. 


ONCE a ſoheitor of high renown, 
The moſt notorious tricking knave in town ; 


By his pert clerk was afk'd, a full grown elf, 


Juſt entring on the cheating trade himſelf, 
(That 
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That he inſtruction gainful thence might draw 


What was the niceſt quirk to cook in law, 

Ah Tim! reply d the man of art and wiles 

With a rogue's face, compact of plot and ſmiles, 

For ſuch deep myſtery you muſt pay your ven- 

ture, 

This was not articled in our indenture. 

A handſome treat, good ſood, and ſtore of 
wine, 

ge this agreed to, and the ſecret's thine .” 

The match was made, the ſupper ſtreight beſpoke 

When the ſly chapman this his noſtrum broke: 


A ſtaunch good witneſs, Tim, (this maxim, 


draw 
« From all the reſt) is every point in law, 
This will ſucceſs, In the worſt cauſe, ſecure ye, 
A ſtaunch good witneſs is both Judge and 
Jury”. 
All of the beſt they fed, theydrank their fill ? 
To pay, the pupil hands old ſeph the b ill. 
„Hey dey ! whats here? our treaty you've for 
got 
* Why Tim l- twas bargain'd you ſhou'd pay 
the ſhot . ””- 
Your pardon, Sir, your maxim's good, -but 
mark, 
Your out in practice, I'm your worſhip's clerk. 
K 2 Your 
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Your ſtaunch good witneſs is not here to vouch: 
Bills claim diſburſement from the maſters pouch 


Grey Reynard ſigh'd, he hung his wrinkled jaws, 


He pay'd the coſts of ſuit and loſt his cauſe. 
This moral learn—the over reaching elf 
In his otun bow, oft times out-ſhouts himſelf 
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The Fable f the Dirty-Way. 


I N Su/;x Road, as you go down 

To Chiche/ter, there ſtands a town, 
Where you would think, the diſtant church 
Had left its pariſh in the lurch; 

For all, who'd hear the parſon preach, 
Muſt trudge a mile the church to reach. 
And what is worſe, for years, ago, 

All were oblig'd to trudge quite thro' 

A long, long lane of miry clay, 

Becauſe there was no other way : 

Hence thoſe, who did not nags beftride, 

Or thoſe, who had no nags to ride, 

Ott times in winter had the luck 

In miry dirt to be faſt ſtuck : 

And when one foot they rais'd with t'other. 
Deeper and faſter ſtuck the other, 

Thus had this miry toilſome lane, 


A conſtant pariſh nuiſance bcen 
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From fire to fire, from ſon to ſon; 
Each curs'd the road, yet kept it on, 
Till a new Vicar did perſuade, 
That a new pach-way might be made, 
On which the people clean might go, 
And 'cave the mir'y ſlime below: 
A wejtry's call'd they all agree, 
And had a path made inſtantly, 
Now without labour, pain, or toil, 
They trip it o'er the gravel foil; 
The lafl.s no heart-aching know 
For the white coat, or red-heel ſhoe; 
But all along the high-way fide, 
Each ſeem'd a bridegroom, or a bride. 
You'd think that all would leave the lane, 
And to the dirt prefer the clean; 
Yet one there was, within the town, 
Call'd Hodge, — a head-ftrong, ſtubborn clown, 
With mir'y boots, and coat high girt, 
Would ſtill trudge thro' the antient dirt. 
Trudge thro” the dirt Sir! — What pretence? 
Tis e'en againſt all common ſenſe. 
What ſeems *gainſt common ſenſe to vou, 
Quoth he, my reaſon proveth true; 
And when once jeer'd at by his friend, 

Who clean on the high path did go, 
Je did his conduct thus defend, 

And ſurly aniwer'd from below. 
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As long as | remember can, 
(Nay paſt the memory of man) 
Our fathers, and their fathers too, 
This very ſclf-ſame lane went thro”, 
And ſurely, Sam, you muſt agree, 
Our fathers were as wiſe as we: 
As well as we, they might have laid 
Their gravel, and that path-way made; 
But thro' this lane they took their rout, 
And had their reaſon's, for't no doubt. 
And tho” their reaſons are unknown, 
Yet ſure our duty ſhould be ſhown, 
For ſwerving from our father's rules 
Is calling all our father's fools. 
The prejudices you may name, 
In you, it is the very ſame; 
The only diff'rence I'll unfold ; 
You are for new things, I for ald 
Therefore let no diſpute be had; 
I count you fool, — you count me med. 
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Tre RELAXATION of WAR: 

Or, tle HER O's PHiLOSOPHY, a Poon. 
[Fritten by bis Majejty the King Pruſſia, during 
his Re/ionce at Breſlaw. 


L OVE by hop? is ſtill ſuſtain'd, 
Zeal, by the reward that's gain'd ; 
In power authority begins, 
Weakneſs ſtrength ſrom prudence wins ; 
Honeſty is credit's wealth, 
Temperance the ſupport of health; 
Jovs from calm contentment ſpring, 
Content is competence, that King ! 
Competence, as all may ſee, 

Springs from good economy ; 

Maids, to fan alover's fire, 

Sweetneſs more than charms require; 
Authors more from truth may gain, 
Than from tropes that pleaſe the vain ; 
Arts will leſs than virtues tend 
Happineſs and life to blend; 

He that happineſs would get, 

Prudence more muft prize, than wit ; 
More than riches, roſy health; 
Blamelefs quiet more than wealth ; 
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Nougght to owe, naught to hoard, 
Little land, and I:ttle board; 
Little favourite, true and kind, 
Theſe are blefings to my mind, 

I, —when winter comes deſire 
.\ttle room, but plentcous fire; 
Temperate glaſſes, generous wine, 
Diſhes few, whenc'er I dine: 

Yes, my ſober thoughts are ſuch, 
Man muft never have too much; 
Nut too much” — what ſolid ſenſc | : 
Three ſuch little words diſpenſe ? | 
Too much reſt benumbs the mind; 

Joo much ſtrife diſtracts mankind ; 

Too much negligence is ſloth; 

Too much zeal is Folly's growth; 

Too much love our peace annoys; 

Too much phy ſie life deſtroys ; 

Too much cunning's fraudful art; 

Too much firmneſs, want of heart; 

Too much ſparing makes a knave; 

- "Thoſe are rafh that are too brave. 

Too much wealth, like weight, opprefics ; 
Too much fame with care diſtreſſes; 

Too much pleaſure death will bring ; 
Joo much wit's a dangerous thing; 

Too much truth is folly's guide; 

Too much ſpirit is but pride: 
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He's a dupe that is to free; 

Too much bounty weak muſt be; 
Too much complaiſance, a knave; 
Too much zeal to pleaſe, a ſlave ; 
I his too much tho” bad it ſeemi, 
Chang'd with caſe, too good you deem; 
But in this you are my friends, 
For on trifles all depends ; 

Trifles great effects produce, 

Both of pleaſure and of uſe; 

I rifles often turn the ſcale, 

When in love or law we fail; 
Trifles to the great commend, 
Trifles make proud beauty bend, 
J rifles prompt the poet's ſtrain, 
Trifles oft diſtract the brain: 
Trifles, trifles more or leſs, 

Give us, or with-hold ſucceſs; 
Trifles, when we hope, can chear : 
T rifles hurt us, when we fear; 
All the flames that lovers know, 

T rifics quench, and trifles blow. 
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C: LARINDA proudly trips it o'er the pic 
And thinks herſelf the faireſt of the fair. 
I Tu 
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The praiſe of fops and fools has made her vain, 
And tuneful nonſenſe turn'd her thoughtleſ® 
brain. 

Kind nature form'd her in a beautcous mould, 

A face, to pleaſe the nice, and awe the bold, 
Drew round her ca:ly all the flattering throng, 
Who gave her charms that could to none belong, 
The filly nymph, unto herſelf a foe, 

Knows ſhe's a goddeſs—for they tell her ſo. 


Tell, Muſc, ii rynme the fubject can expreſs; 
The ceremonials of a Lady's dreſs, | 
What various trinkets, patches, and perfume 

re us'd—before the can attend the room. 


The friſeur firſt, in Paris born and bred, 


The great high-prieſt to ev'ry Lady's head, 


His myſtic inſtruments to ſight diſplays, 
Which can both tetes and adoration raiſe ; 
For ſure all Ladies muſt thoſe things adore, 
That make them taller than they were before , 
Curls in elliptic orbs around appcar, 

And well conſpire a pyramid to rear, 


A pyramid which like a ſteeple ſeems, 


And bonnet-ſhaded from Apollo's beams ; 
Aloft the diamond pin, conſpicuous ſeen, 
Shines in each rival's eyes to give the ſpleen. 
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The toilet now factitious aid extends, 
And all its artificial allies lends: ; 
Much on the tinting of the face depends ; 
Too deep a red would ipoil a gentle glow, 
And ſeem vermilion on a bed of ſnove; 
Great judgment here Clarinda can impart, 
Concealing nature and revealing art; 
Her ſmiles ſometimes ſhe condeſcends to hide, 
To ſwell her rivals with a ſhort liv'd pride; 


A ſhort-liv'd pride, as quickly loſt as gain'd 


For view Clarinda — to perfection ſtain'd; 
The cye-brows arch'd with circumſtantial care 
And freed by tweezers from each ſtraggling hair: 
The ſcented ſalve muſt next its aid beſtow, 
Vo give the lips an artificial glow ; 
Depending drops illuminate the ear, 
Like the twin-ftars in the ſame hemiſphere. 
While the ſmall patch beneath the eye appears; 
And aids the charmer in her ſtudied leers. 

The rich embroider'd ſack reſtects the light, 
The ſhape eclipfing to attract the fight ; 
Three needleſs yards along the floor muſt trail, 
So ſtruts a peacock with its burniſh'd tail; 
Flounces and furbelows before are ſeen, 
ſo give the majeſty of Juno's mien, 
For Juno ſhe'd be taken by the croud, 
But the proud Juno ne'er was half ſo proud. 
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With wond'rous toil Clarinda was array'd, 


And then her charms within the glaſs ſurvey'd. 
Then exulting ſhe cried, 


With fantaſtical pride, 
There's none but muſt yield to ſuch beauty æ 


mine; 
Theſe Venus-like charms 
Give thouſand alarms, 
For conqueſt is proud to attend each deſign. 


Each youth ſhall adore 
My unlimited power, 
A power that none can deny ; 
Like a hero I'll raiſe 
Huge trophies of praiſc, 
While envy wets cach rival's exe. 


Thus ſung the fair with joy clate, 
Nor ſaw, alas! th* impending fate; 
When to her glaſs again ſhe goes, 
An envious pimple on her noſe, 
As in deſpight, was ſeen to riſe, 
And pride was wounded through her eyes, 


Alas! cries the nymph in great terror what's 
here ? 
A wart on my noſe, by all that is fair; 
Oh! hidcous Here, Nabby, go tel} Mrs. 
Hill 
I'm ſuddenly taken uncommonly ill, 


So 
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So tell her I beg chat ſhe'd tell Fanny Prue, 
Jo tell Betty I rippet, to tel Lady Sue, 
That I for a viit mutt debtor remain, 
Till relief for my voilent diſcaſe | obtain: 
For the world 1 would not my misfortune 
expole, 
Ah! how cou'd vou, Fate, thus bepimple my 
noſe 7 


Then on her ſoft couch in deſpair ſhe funk 
down, J 
While paſſion and tears interrupted her moan , 
But what were her ſorrows, next day, when 
the found 
That pimples :m pimples were ſcatter'd around! 
Her cheeks, and her noſe, and her forchead, 
| | were ſpread, 


With pimples all o'er like a ſtrawberry-bed. 


Dame nature with pleaſure her ſorrows now 
heard, 
And like a grave matron before her appear'd; 
In vain are your tears, to the victim ſhe cricd. 
Your ſorrows all ſpring from your foil; and 
pride ; 
Had you been content with what Nature 
beſtow'd, 
And never of painting and patches been proud, 
You ſtill might have boaſted an elegant face. 
Nor had the icaft pimple to bring you diſgrace; 


Tis 
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Tis the art you have us's that beauty hath 
ſoil'd, 
By waſhes, and ſuch things, my work you have 
ſpoil'd, 
Then farewell, Clarinda, I bid you adieu, 
May other fair females take warning by you. 


De COOK and bis CUSTOMER. 
A CANTERBURY T alt. 


A Cook, the Lord knows where he liv'd, 
I ho? from tradition tis receiv'd 
It was of yore in London; 
But was he living at /s day, 
Ile needs muſt break, or run away, 
Or otherwiſe be undone. 


His Mop well ſtor'd with roaſt and boil d. 

As uſual, ſome well dreſt, ſome ſpoil'd, 
From ſpits or coppers reeking, 

When lo ! a man who waited long, 

Behind the rude, impatient throng, - ue by 
Was tir'd out with ſpeaking. 


4: 192d, with fervency and zeal, 
er porh, beef, mutton, lamb, or veal, 
luke to him was either 3 
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He walk'd about, and humm'd'a ſong, 
"Then held, (fince all in vain) his tounge. 
As he ſaw fiens of neither. 


Altho' his appetite was quick, 


'T tought he Þ'll ſerve the knave a trick ; 


© Now Cook (favs he) farewel!, 
Long here I've begg'd and pray'd to cat, 
KEut fince vou would not ſerve me mcat, 
5. have din'd upon the ſmell.” 


Then going out, as if away, 
The Cock inſiſted he ſnould pay, 

Since he had own'd the bill; 
Says he, “from off my poverty 
Ariſes that humidity, 

© Of which you boaſt your fill”. 


The man at firſt was much provok'd. 

The Cook with choler almoſt choak d, 
At length they both agrcc, 

Whoever next that way ſhould paſs, 

Should be the umpire in the caſe, 
Deciſive his decree. 


And preſently a third appcar'd, 
Who, when the merits he had heard. 


Thus ſettled their debates : 


— 
— 2 


2 * 
[ &H. | 


Favs he“ Let this man's money bricht 


* 
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« Be pu: (in ( 


HBetvecen two empty plates, 


& Then faaxe it; wich the ſound (he cry'd, 
& You mull, Sir Cook, be ſatisſy'd, 
As he was with your ſcent.“ 
No ſooner faid but done the deed, 
And ſtrait the parties all agreed, 
Shook hands and were content. 


Juſt ſo our humane P t. 
On more import: ant buſt bent, 


Than care of us poor ſinners; 
Leave us but ſounds and ſmells for food, 
Neglect our cries, and call us rude, 


Becauſe we want our dinners. 
© 2 © 
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i | 
re Gentleman end te Rat. 


As ſarmers ſeeds in plenty ſow, 
Yet don't expect that ail w il grow; 
When one in ſour of all the grain 
Thrives, it is deem'd ſufficient gain: 
So gen'rous men, whoſe 8 flow 
Promiſcouſly on all they know, 


Arc 


| 
| 
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Are not decciv'd, who do not find 
For ev'ry gift a grateful mind. 


{For why ſhould human nature yicld | 
Larger increaſe, than does the field?) 
Yet onc, for all th' ungrateful, may, | 


Who leaſt has promis'd, amply pay. 
To this the following ſtory's pat, 
Read, and be grateful as the rat : 


A Gentleman's well furniſh'd board 
Did meat and drink to all afford; 
A chearful mind his table grac'd, 
Which makes a common meal a feaſt. 
Therich within, the craving poor 
He kept, like centrics at his door ; 
Theie blefs'd him always, as he paſs'd; 
Thoſe prais'd him, for he ne'er kept fall. 
Ever con cern'd for human weal, 
He heard a kinſman's pitzous tale; 
And always thought the caſe was worſe, 
Which empty'd oft the good man's purſc 
Illis great benevolence of mind 
lo human race was not eonha'd ; 
Dogs, horſes, birds, alike his pets, 
tach ſomething of his bounty get- 
E'en to a Rat he favour ſh-w'd, 
! 


* 


To ſome as edious as 2 ron 
To him for bread it often came 
(For kindacis can al! creatures tame) 

MJ Fearle: 


3 
« it fed upon his hand, 


3 on his lap or ſhoulder ſtand , 


Fearlef 
Vu! 
And, mindful of domeſtic brood, 


Sometimes it leap'd away with food, 


It chanc'd one evening as he fat, 
Nluſing alone on this and that; 
Rut chicfly that th* ungrateful deed 
Is oft return'd, as virtu's meed; 


Complaining, he himſe If addreſs'd d, 

And this ſolloquy exprefs'd : 

When frechelders with me would dine, 
I nccr refuſe them meat and wine; 
Yet, laſt election for the ſhire, 

They voted for an upſtart Spuire. 
Jo kinſfman I have favour ſhown, 

I give to all, am thank'd by none ; 

< My partial bou: ty they malign, 

« Which ſpent in vice, they $511 repine ; 


Lo 


« My wicked fcrvants -rofly cheat, 
Altho” their honcſt income's great; 
Whilſt they purloin within, the poor 
Steal cv'ry thing without the door; 
Nor is this a}! ; one may, at }caſt, 
Expect ſome virtue ſrom a beaſt, 

| Who, when his ſtomach is at eaſe, 

1 Jas no falſe apptite 0 ple alc : 


— — N 
* * 


Laſt 


1 1 | 
Laſt night my dogs diſturb'd my ſicep, 
And breaking looſe diſtroy'd my ſheep ; | k 
My horſes wonted paſture ſcorn, | 
Oer lap my fence, and ſpoil my corn; 


* Tae birds, whom oats and barley cloy, 3 
* Unzgratefully my fruit deitroy; | ; 
* bo 


Neither in man or beat 1 lind | 
* The ſymptoms of a grateful mind.“ 1 


Thus tir'd with thought he clos' his eyes, 
Which ſoon were open“ vith ſurprize; 
For by ſome motion of his hand, 
i 2o' ſleeping he o'er ſet the and 
Which held the lamp— I hte flame ſoon ſpread, 
And riſing ſmoke now rcac!;'d his head, 
Ihe Rat perceiving future i | 
By ſomething like proph-tic fill, 
Or that is ſenſe more is more acute 
Than man's, in this below a brute; 
Not, as ſelf-int'reſt ill directe, 
Itſelf alone from harm protects, 
But grateful to his patron flies, 
Denotins terror by his crics ; 
And kindly tweak'd his check and note, 
Till wak'ning in a fright he roſe, 
And fav'd his wealth —his murm'rin- gens d, 
He ever thank'd th corateful beaſt ; 


NM 2 Own'd. 
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_ Own'd his benevolence was paid 
In ample meaſure, tho' delay'd ; 
And after bore a Rat for creſt, 
Regardleſs of the ſcofter's ieft, 


ci i am 
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Wu OE E R for pleaſure plans a ſcheme. 
Will find it vaniſh lik a dream, 
Affording nothing found or real, 
Where happineſs is a!l ideal ; 

In grief, or joy, in eithe: ftate, 

Fancy will always antedate. 

Once on a time, a ruſtic dams. 
{No matter for the lady's name) 
Wrap'd up in deep imagination, 
Indulg'd her pleaſing contemplation ; 
While on a bench ſhe took her feat, 
And plac'd the milk pail at her feet. 
Oft in her hand ſhe chink'd the pence. 
The profits which aroſe from thenc® ; 
While fond ideas fill'd her brain, 

Of layings up, and monſ! rous gain, 
Till every penny, which ſhe told. | | 
Creative fancy turn'd to gold; | 
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, reaſoning thus from computation, 
She 8 9 aloud her meditation 


Pl:aic Heav'n but to preſerve my health 
No doubt I ſhall have ſtore of wealth 
It muſt of conſequence enſuc 
] ſhall have ſtore of lovers too. 

O how I'll break their ſtubborn heart 
With all the pride of female arts 
What ſutors then wil! knee! "PHI me | 


* 


Lords, Earls, and Viſcounts ſhall adore inc. 


When in my gilded coach Igide, 


My Lady at his lordſhip's Ide 


How will J laugh at a!l I mect 
Clatt'ring in pattins down the ſtreet 
And Lobbin then I'll mind no more, 
Howe'er I lov'd him heretofore ; 

Or, it he talks of plighted truth, 
Iwill not hear the ſimple youth, 

But riſe indignant from Hy feat, 
And ſpurn the lubber from my feet. 


Action, alas ! the ſpeaker's grace, 


Ne'er came in more improper place; 
For, in the toſſing forth her ſhoe,, 


What fancied blifs the maid o'erthrew ' 
VV 


ile down at once, with hidcous fall, 
ilk, and al: 


Came lovers, wealth, and milk, and all. 


1 


Thus fancy ever loves to roam, 
To bring the gay materials home; 
Imagination forms the dream, 
And aceldent deſtroys the ſcheme. 


essa ,es 
A TA LE. 


A ſpruce Divine, who, of the gown, 
For liic or Coctrine few-ratc, 

Soulemn aroſe from couch of down, 
And thus beſpoke his Curate: 


Wilkins, ſays he, we're all undone } 
We horſe and foot are rooted |! 

Bute now is ncareſt to the throne, 
And our good friend is outed ! 


Adieu! ye vitionar:: ſchemes, 
Which Row from cloſe attendance ; 
wo lings now, alas! it ſeems 


Muſt be my whole dependence, 


You can't but ſee, poor happleſs John, 
The mighty ills before ye, 

Since you muſt ſerve, when I am gone, 
Some Methodiſt or Tory. 


Why 


( $7 ] 
Vi bv, Maſter Doctor, quoth the clerk, 
Y our terrors me alarm not . 
And but a tale of Phædtus mark 
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NI humble ſtation harm not. 


A potter once to market drove 
© His ais with, crockcry loaded, 

* Which ſtill bencath Irs burden ſtrove 
© Patient tho' faint and goaded. 

* But, as they ſlowly took their way, 
& There "roſe a din of battle; 

The ſtarting clown heard, with diſmav, 
Drums beat, and cannons rattle, 


* 


Fly, fly, ſaid he, retreat amain, 
And move a little faſter; 

Or I ſhall lie among the lain, 
And you will change your maſter. 


Lad 


* 


Reply'd the aſs, will yonder focs 

* Augment my preſent trouble? 

Will they mare galling weights impoſc, 
Or make my panniers double? 


* 


La 


If not; why ſhould I mend my pace, 
Or one foot faſter bulge on? 
Whatc'er your fate is—I an a8 

* Eternally muſt drudge on.” 


8 


A tale 


ME. 
A tale ſo plain, fo not perplext, 
Needs not with comment tcize ye; 
he aplication from the text 
Falls natural and eaſy. 


In Bute or Holes I've no chance, 
Or aught to hope or fear; 

They cannot ftink—nor will advance 
My thirty pounds a year, 


* - .. 5% . Fg my *% WW. 
-#,D,0,0,0,%.S, 
* * *, 4 


* * . 
s - Ln * o* «if . Fn . * .. „ * * ** 1 , wy * * "of oP og * 1 ©... HE oy OT. 


A: EPISTLE, Vritten in the Country 


tz a ſriend in Town. 


If days, dear friend, when mother Time, 
Though now grown old, was in her prime, 
How happy was a country life! 

How free from wickednets and ſtrife | 

On moſſy benks fair virgins ſlept, | . 
As harmleſs as the flocks they kept, | 
Then love was all they had to do, 

And nymphs were chaſte, and fins were true. 


But now, whatever pocts write, 
*T'is ſure the cafe is alter'd quite, 


Virtue no more in rural plains, 
| Or innocence, or peace remains, 


a F jerce * 


„„ 

Fierce party rage each village fires 
With wars of Juſtices and Squires; 

ttorneys, for a barley ſtraw, 
Whole ages hamper ſolks in law, 
And ev'ry neighbour's in a flame 
About their rates, or tythes, or game: 
Some quarrel for their hares and pidgeons, 
And ſome for diff rence in religions; 
Some hold their parſon the beſt preacher, 
The tinker ſom» a better teacher. 


But I, dear Sir, who, as you know. 
Care little how theſe mattzrs go, 
And equally deteſt the ſtrife 
And uſual joys of country life, 

ave by good fortune little ſhare 
Of its diverſions, or 1ts care ; 
For ſeldom I with *Squires unite, 
Who hunt all day and drink all night . 
Nor reckon wonderful inviting 
A quarter-ſeions, or cock-fghting ; 
Nor view I, with duc admiration, 


All the high honours here in faſhion ; 


1 he great commiſhons of the quorum, 
Terrors to all who come before *em 
Militia ſcarlet edg'd wich gold, 

Or the white ſtaff High Sheriffs ho! 


N 
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Ine Repreientative's careſſing, 
The Judges bow, the Biſhop's bleſſin g; 
Nor can I for my ſoul delight 
In the dull feaſt of neighb'ring Knight, 
Who, if you ſend three days before, 
In white gloves meets you at the door, 
With ſupcrfiuity of breeding 
Firſt makes vou ſick, and then with fecding 
Or it, with ceremony cloy'd, 
You would next time ſuch plagues avoid, 
And viit without previous notice, 
John, John, 2 coach [I can't think who 't's, 
My Lady cries, who ſpies your coach, 
Ere you the avenue approach ; 
Lord how unlucky waſhing dax 
And all the men are in the hay; 
Entrance to gain is ſomething hard, 
The dogs all bark, the gates are barr'd ; 
The yards with lines of linen crofs'd 
The hall-door's lock'd the key is loſt ; 
Theſe diſſiculties all over come, 
We reach at once the drawing-room, 
Then there's ſuch trampling over-head, 
Madam you'd ſwear was brought to bed; 
Miſs in a hurry burſts her lock, 
To get clean ſNeeves to hide her ſmock ; 
The jervants run the pewter clatters ; 
My Lady dreſſes, calls, and chatters ; 


The 


1 


Th- cook-maid raves for want of butter, 


Pigs ſqueak, fowls ſcream, and green geeſe 


flutter. 
Now aſter three hours tedious waiting, 
On all our neighbours faults debating, 


And having nine times view'd the garden, 


{1 which there's nothing worth a farthing. 


In comes mv Lady, and the pueden : 
You will excuſe, Sir, —on a ſudden— 
Then, that we may have four and four. 
T he bacon, fowls, and collyflow'r 
Their ancient unity divide, 

The top one graccs, one each ſide ; 
And by and br, the ſecond courſe 
Comes lagging like a diſtanc'd hork 
A ſalver then to Church and Ning, 
The butler ſweats, the glaſies ring; 


3 


Ihe cloth remov'd, the toaſts go round. 


Bawdy and politics abound ; 

And, as the night more tipſy waxes, 
\Ve damn all miniſters and taxes. 

At laſt the ruddy fun quite ſunk, 
['he coachman tolerably drunk, 


Whirling o'er hillocks, ruts, and ſtongs, 


Enough to diſlocate one's bones, 
We home return a wond'rous token 


Of Heaven's kind care, with limbs unbroken. 


N 2 


Affliét 
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Afflict us not, ye gods, though ſinners, 
With many days like this, or dinners ' 


But if civilities thus tcize me, 
Nor buſineſs nor diverſions pleaie me: 
You'll aſk me then how time 1 ſpend * 
1 anſwer with a book or friend: 
The circulating hours dividing, 
"I wixt reading, walking, eating, riding; 
But books are ſt ill my highett joy, 
Theſe earlieſt pleaſe, and lateſt cloy. 
Sometimes o' er diſtant climes I ſtray, 
By guides experienc'd taught tie way; 
The wonders of each region view, 
From frozen Lapland to Peru; 


Bound o'er rough ſeas, and mountains barc, 


Yet ne'er forſake my elbow chair. 
Sometimes ſome fam'd hi::orian's pen 
Recalls paſt ages back again, 

Where all I fee, through ev'ry page, 
Is but how men, of ſenicleſs rage, 
Each other rob, deſtroy, and burn, 

To ſerve a prieſt's or ſtateſman's turn; 
With learned Newton now I fly 

O'er all the rolling orbs on high, 
Viſit new worlds, and for a minute 
This old one ſcorn and all that's in it: 
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An nw with lab'ring Boyle I trace 
Nature chrough every winding maze, 
[he latent qualities admire 
()f * N - 1 Wat. 75 aif, and Are 5 
Wich aſtng aamiration ſee, 


Natters lurprizing lubtilty. 


dom times I paſs a whole long day 
In happy indolence awav, 
In tondly meditating « o'er 
Paſt pleaſures and in noping more: 
Or wander through the fields and wo ds, 
And garden's bath'd in circulin floods; 
There blooming flowers with rapture view, 
And ſparkling gems of morning dew, 
Whence in my mind ideas r:fe 


Of Cælia' ches ks, and Chloe's eyes. 


Tis thus, my friend, I free from ſtrife 

Spend an inglorious country life; 
Theſe are the joys I ſtill purſue, 
When abſent from the town and you ; 
Thus pais long fummer ſuns away, 
Buſily idle, calmly gay: 
Nor great, nor mean, nor rich nor poor, 
Not having much, nor withing more; 
Except, that you when weary grow! 

Of all che follies of the town, 


[06-3 

And ſeeing, in all public places, 
The fame vain fops and painted faces. 
Would ſometimes kindly condeſcend 
To viſit a dull country friend: 
Here you'll be ever fure to meet 
A hearty welcome tho' no treat, 
One who has nothing elſe to do, 
But to divert himſelf and you : 1 
A houſe where quiet guards the door, 
No rural wits ſmoak, drink, and roar, 
Choice books, ſafe horſes, wholeſome liquor, 

lean food, back gammon, and the vicar. 
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The BATH GHOST. 


Ix the days of our fires, | 
Strange flights and wild-fires 1 
Affrighted the giris and the boys, | 
But of late old Sir Nick g 
Has found a new trick, 
And only appears in a noiſe : 


That it Whilom befel, 
? 


, #3 . uh. «4 # * . 1 
AS We al] knos too WII. 


1 
At a Quazrzr's, wiwvie ſpirit within 
Was put to the rout 


By a ſpitit without, 


I hat made a moi? terrible din 


Being ſorely afraid, 
He call'd to his aid 

All ſorts of good people to ſave him 
Whorcadily went, 


9 


With a pious intent, 
For fear leaſt the CC\ 1 ſhould have him. 


The Peers and the Commons 
Submit to his ſummons, 
For the fake of fo worthy an hoſt; 
Much company came, 
Who where brought by the fame 
Of this terrible noiſe of a ghoſt. 


Secure, by their charms, 
From danger and harms, 
Ihe Ladies came thither likewiſc : 
But how could the ſprite 
Belicve it was night, 
Whilſt they made it day with their evcs ; 


How bleſt is our iſle, 
Where ſuch graces do ſmile * 
What nation can boaft fo much merit, 
Where 
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W'bere beautics io bright, 
In the dead of the night, 


Dety bota the fleſh and the ſpirit ? 


Thus ſtrengthen'd my hoſt, 
Did vapour and boaſt, 
An bounce lice a ſtout valiant jaylor 
In his own wile conceit, 
Was who!ly as great, 
If no greater than Fox or the Nailor. 


But dreadful, alas 
When midnight was paſt, 
When by conſtant experience 'tis found, 
And children can tell, | 
Before they can ſpcll, 


That ghoſts, like the watch, take their 
| round. 


Then a noiſe from a far, 
Like a drumming to war, 
Made every viſage look pale ; 
The blood from cach part 
Flew ſwift to the heart, 
And the ſpirits found vent at the tail. 


Tho” ſhocking the ſmel!, 
Yet it happen'd full well, 
For it kept all the Ladies from fainting ; 


But 


* 
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But to ſhew us each face, 
What a pity it was, 


That Hogarth was not there with his 
painting ? 


Thus we fairly, I think, 
Account for the ſtink ; 


But what the ſtrange drumming ſhould be, 
Oh hard to believe it, 


Who would ever conceive it? 
'T was the Captain's great dog and a flea. 
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The YOUNG WIDOW. 


Fo R huſbands loſt, poor women cry, 
And are ſo griev'd you'd ſwear they'd die; 
Yet, how it happens, I can't tell, 

For there's not one but what does well. 
Tims tets the matter all to rights, 

And mirth returns, and wit, and flights 
A widow of a day or year 

Is very different, that point's clear; 


So much unhke that you'd miſtake her, 


And ne'er for the ſame creature take her, 


One flies mankind, looks grave and ſad; 


T'other's for ſport and paſtime mad 
"= () The 
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The firſt declares ſhe is undone, 
Comfort to her can nc'er return; 
But don't regard her, tis a joke, 
Each female pipes the ſelf-ſame note; 
It is a faſhion does prevail, 
That's all, as by the following tale 


A huſband of a tender wife 
Was ſetting out for t'other life; 
His wite in tears beſought he'd ſtay 
For her juſt going the fame way ; 
Her grief would break a heart of ſtone. 
But yet the huſband went alone. 


This widow had a father good, 
Who all theſe matters underſtood, 

And let this torrent great of grief 

Firſt run, then miniſter'd relief: 


My child, ſaid he, but ill theſe tears 


Suit with your bloom and tender years ; 
Your youth may hope for joys in ſtore ; 


Many and greater than before, 


Which don't concern your huſband dead, 
Whoſe ſenſe of things with life is fled. 


To what is not there's nothing duc, 
To living objects turn your view; 
have a man at a fit time, 


] ſhal) propoſc, juſt in his prime, 


Who 


2 


— 
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no is to this that's dead a king, 
In ſhort, he's quite another thing. 


* 


To which the weeping fair reply'd. 
'T was thought a little moilify's : 
A cloiſter I muſt only wed, 
All joys of life to me are dead. 
| The father took no further care, 
But left her to digeſt th' affair; 
One month paſs'd by, another came, 
The dreſs was not exact the ſame. 
Time alter'd matters ev'ry day, 
And grief unneeded ſtole away, 
By gentle ſteps like thief moit fir, 
Who oft deccives the ſtander-by ; 
Though, to be ſure, none could have thought it, 
Yet time that maſter workman wrought it. 
The habit mournful as the face, 
New modelFd, was contriv'd to grace; 
She juſt took care to be attir'd, 
Exact as decency requir'd. ” 
Decency, darling of the fair, 
k That points out all things to a hair, 


alarmed 


Directs them when to weep or ſing, 
And to a tittle time the thing: 
The huſband, fo bewail'd before, 
Was now allow' to vex no more; 


17 And 
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And dance and ſong, and wit, and mirth, 
Buried in form, renew'd their birth. 


But as the old man nothing ſaid, 
| No talk of any one to wed ; 
| Why, father, cry'd this N fair, 
| Not that I've any thoughts I'II ſwear, ) 
But only tell me, for the joke, 
Where's the young man of whom you {poke * 
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EPI GR A MI. 
E V”R Y Poet, it is ſaid, 


Is born a Poet and not made ; 

Nature is very kind to ſuch, 

In this her gift, but kinder much 

To me, I think, let who will know {t. 
In that I was not born a Poet, 


EPIGRA NM. 


Do Cuckolds wear Horns? ſays 2 to 
Ned, 


You nced go no further to know than you” 
head, 


EPICGRAM. 
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EPIGR AM. 
W L L aſk'd his wife's content to go 


A pleaſant voyage, a month or fv : 
A voyage ! my only dear fays ſhe, 
Why will you truſt the faithlets ſea ? 
The Stormy Hours, you little know, 
Which hardy Sailors undergo. 


Nay, nay, quoth i my pretty Dear 


I'm taught, nor ſtorms, nor winds to fear 
For he that can your noiſe endure, 
In loudeit ſtorms may flcep ſecure. 


The CROOKED STICK: 4 Tale. By 
Mr. VICARMAN, 


8 YLVTIA, in days of yore, had been 
As bright a nymph as trod the green; 
A croud of youths ſuceſſive ſtrove 
To gain the fickle virgin's love : 
But now, at leaſt, the fortieth year 
In Sylvia's viſage did appear, 
Her prime, alas! her days were o'er ' 
And ſhe was teaz'd to death no more 
Now 


1 

Now ſhe began to be afraid 
That ſhe thould die — ſhould die a maid. 
To *fcap* which melancholy lot, 
At laſt a crooked ſpouſe ſhe got. 

When Sally ſaw ler Madam's ſpouſc. 
The wench's indignation rols : 
Lord, is it poſſible, ſhe cry'd, 
You ſhould to ſuch a thing be ty'd; 


Where, where are all thoſe brighter ſwains, 


That courted with inceſſant pains ; 

That hung with garlands every tree, 

And cull'd their choiceſt fruits for thee ; 

Who made the fertile vallies ring, 

And mountains, Sylvia, Sylvia ſing * 
Do this, quoth Sylvia, and 'twill ſhew, 

What I have done is nothing new : 

Cut me a ftick in yonder ſhade, 

The beſt, the ſtraighteſt can be had; 

If ſtill a ſtraighter you ſurvey, 

Cut that, and caſt the firſt away; 

But on no wiſe rcturn to pick, 

Tho? ſtraighter, a rejected ſtick. 
Unto the coppice Sally goes; 

A matchleſs oak at firft the choſe 

A ſtripling elm that grew faſt by, 

Seems more gentecl in Sally's eyc: 

Next a young ſycamore ſhe ſpy'd, 

And laid the better elm afide : 


Thi, 
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This, ere *twas cut, the thought to be 

By far the ſtraighteſt ot the tic 

Thus ſhe pats'd through the woodhnd chuſiprgs 

Sometimes advancing ſometimes loviing z 

For one lets crooked now ſhe pcers, 

At ev'ry change her ſtick appears 

More handy ſtill, it makes her fome, 

Fo think to what her choice will come. 

The laſt, an ill form'd ath, ſhe tears, 

And from the wood with grief retircs. 
Her miſtreſs ſmil'd to ſee her come 

Wich ſuch a crooked billet home. 

Sally had little cauſe to glory, 

So frankly ſhe relates the ſtory. 

* This was my caſe her dame reply'd 

I never could be ſatisfy'd 

But flighted many a worthier ſwain, 

Hoping ſtill better to obtain; 


Still more defective prov'd the next; 


Thus diſappointed, thus perplext, 
At length I married what you fee.” 
* Tuſt fo, quoth Sail, I choſe the tree. 
Learn hence, ye virgins, and be wile, 
And, where there's merit ne'er deſpiſe; 
Leſt you, like Sylvia, chuſe a mate, 
And then, in vain, deplore your fate. 
Nor think this lefon is leſs true, 
Wile batchclors, if told to you; 
Who 
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Who whiffle round from f: o fr, 
Till, toothleſs grown ani in de. lpair, 
You curſe the hours 15 idly paſt. 
Deſpis'd by every maid at laſt. 
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EPIGRAM. 


SIN CE as the ſerious preach; and prudent 
| lay, 

The Time and Tide will not for Mortals ſtay, 

"T were wiſe to make that very rule our guide 5 


And ſtay as little for the Time and Tide. 


++ 
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EPIGRA M. | 
As Sir Toby reed Home, with his Skin ful} 1 | 
of Wine, f 
To his Houſe in the Square, from kis Friends | 
at the Vine 
He ſnuff d the freſh air and his Noddle turn'd 
round 
He ſtagger'd, but gain'd not an Inch of his 
ground, 


Get 


Tail. 
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Get Home] quoth the Knight: why this never 
can do ? 
It tor one ſtep gain'd forward I backward rec! 
two 

I return to the Vine. —8o as one may ſuppoſe, 
Sir Joby intended to follow his Noſe. 
Put this Erb Knightncer alter'd his pace, 
And gaining ground backwards, found cut. the 

| right Place. 
The Sot's Mathematicks at length did prevail, 
And Sir Toby ſteer'd Home by the h. * 2 of his 


E PIT APH e a cat Bird-catche 


H E R E lies, beneath this verdent hill, 
Poor Jom, a fayv'rite cat; 

Who, when alive, did never ſpill 1 — 
The blood of mouſe or rat. h 2 


Yet, many a bird, and many a neſt, 
Iis cruel claws beſet ; 

The partridge too could find no reit, 
Nor *icap'd the leveret. 


Vor callow young he ſought the field, 


And often made a feait 


While 


1 
While, flutt'ring round, the dam bcheld, 
And mourn'd che fad repaſt. 


Twas when the owl proclaim'd the night, 


From home he bent his way, 
ill Sol, with his returning light, 
Shou'd uſher in the day. 


Thus, tyrant like, he ſpent his time, 
To innoccnce a foe, 

Jill death, in juſtice to his crime, 
Diſpatch'd him at a blow. 


Ye pretty ſongſters, clap the wing. 
Let ev'ry partner know ; 

Let cv'ry wood and valley ring 
The death of Tom your tine: 


Now build your neſts, now hatch you 
And whiſtle to and fro; 

Let ev'ry hill and dale return 
The death of Tom your foe. 


But mourn his death ye vermin kind. 


And ſhrick, ye mice and rats, 
For ſuch a friend ye ne'er hall find 


In all the race of cats. 
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A CARD 


E 
ö FART YT: Y. 


A Truce to all wrangling, a truce to ill- 
nature, 

A truce to your wit, and a truce to my fatire : 

We begin a new game—lſce ! ſee the trump is 

a heart— 

But, pr'ythec, have patience, and be not fo tart. 

I hope the blind goddeſs won't turn out a jade 

You lead of the king, and I give you a fpade ; 

Tho' by dint of good playing you gain the odd 
trick, 

Yet the loſs of the honours will ſure make you 
ſick, 

{ think that with you, Sir Cha. Airy the deal 

15— 

I have not this winter ſeen Mrs. Cornely's — 
Theſe new faſhion'd cards prevent mixing the 
packs— 

[ intend the next meeting t- be at Almack's. 
Pray, Sir, have you heard any news about. 


town f?— 
fear at third hand the knave will not go 
down z— 


Mr, Wilkes in the city will make a fine rout— 
Four cards and four honours are pretty near 
out, | 


1 A diamond 


5 om 
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A diamond next—and, behold ! 'tis the Queen; 
For my hand, the beſt card to-night I have 
ſeen !— 

But lo, without thinking, you pop out the ace, 

Which ſpite of my dee quite alters the 
caſe | 

This new ſcene of Garrick's I long much to 
ſee !— 

The cards are with you, Ma'am. but pray 

drink your tea— : 

The dances fo ſprightly, the drefles ſo fine — 

I hope to be married, we only are nine 

For taſte and for elegance Drury-lane houſe— 

But mum — on this ſubject be ill as a mouſe; 

Some judges have told me, in fam'd Covent- 
garden, 

The maſquerade ſcene is ndt there worth a 
farthing. 

A ſecret I have but its under the roſe ; 

A Lady we know with a very long noſe 

Is lately gone crazy—bit by a mad poet— 

You have play'd a wrong card, Sir—pray didn't 

you know it ? 


I juſt led a club—what the deuce makes you 


laugh ? 
rm almoſt in love with our friend Bickerftaff 


The 


11 
The Padlock ſo new is, the muſic fo pret. — 
et's finiſh the game, Ma'am, and utter be 


Witty — 
My dear Lady Betty I die for your 1 GUnNce 
Do pray mind the cards, you've zuit made a 


renounce ; 
I betted five pounds, and 'tis horrid provoking 
That my money I riſque on your talent vi iok- 
ins 
I wiſh I were fairly got out of the ſcu Me; 
You will ſure win the game, if ] ve but a 
Muffe; 
Tis juſt as I thought, and now all things are 
right :; 
My revenge I will taxe on you ſome other night. 
| Exeunt Ommncs. 


A ru rt tu ta tun 


The T HIEP and the TRAVELLERS. 
þ 


Two men equipp'd were on their way, 
One fearful, one without diſmay 
An able tencer—As they went, 
A robber came with black intent, 
Demanding, upon pain of death, 
Their gold and ſilver in a breath. 
At 
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At which the man of fpir.t drew, 
And inſtantly diſarm'd ang flew 
The F'nici, his honou o maintain — 
Soon as the rogue was fairly fn, 
The tim'rous chap began to puff, 
And drew his iword, and ſtripp'd in buff 
Leave me alone with him, ſtand back, 
© I'll teach him whom he ſhould attack.” 
Then he who fought, ** I wiſh my friend, 
% But now you'd had fuch words to lend; 
© I might have been confirm'd the more, 
% Svppoling truth to all you ſwore, 
Ihen put your weapon in the ſheath, 
And keep your tongue within your teeth, 
« Tho you may play an actor's part, 
« On them who do not know your heart, 
4 I, who have ſeen this very day 
« How luttily you run away, 
« k<ocrience, when on comes to blows, 
Ho far your reſolution goes.” 

This narrative to thoſe I tell, 
Who ſtond their ground, when all is well; 
But in the hour of preſſing need, 


Abaſh'd, moſt ſhametully recede, 


Ae. 


Fa 
$5 
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The C A T drowned in a Tub. 


, 
T W AS on a loſty vaſe's fide, 
Where China's gayeſt art had dy'd 
The azur flowers, that blow; 
Dem ureſt of the tabby kind. 
The penſive Selim. reclin'd, 
Gaz d on the lake bel w. 


Her conſcious tail her joy declar'd 
The fair round face the ſnowy beard. 
The velvet of her paws,--- 

Her coat that with the tortiſe vies, 
Her cars of jet, and emcrald eyes, 
She ſaw, and purr'd applaulc. 


Still had ſhe gaz'd, but mid'ſt the tide 

Two angel forms were ſeen to glide, 
The genii of the ſtream : 

Their ſcaly armour's T yrian hue, 

Through richeſt purple to the view, 
Betray'd a golden gleam, 


The hapleſs nymph with wonder ſaw - 
A whiſker firſt and then a clavz, 
With many an ardent with, | 
She ſtretch'd in vain to reach the prize. 
What female heart can gold deſpiſe 
What cat's averſe to fiſn? 


Preſump- 


Ea 
Praſumptuous maid ! with looks intent, 
Again ſhe ſtretch'd, again ine boat, 
Nor Knew ths gult betwccn. 
(Malignant Fate fac by, d ſmil'd) 
The ſlipp'ry verge her fect begun'd, 
She tumbled hcaviony in. 


Eight times emerging irom the flood, 
dhe mew'd to every wat ry god, 
Some ſpeedy aid to fend. 
No Dolphin came, no Nercid ftirr'd ; 
Nor cruel Tom, or Suſan heard. 
A favouritc has no friend ! 


a — 


From hence ye beauties, undeceiv'd, 

Know one falſe ſtep is nder retriev'd, 
And be with caution bold. 

Not all that tempts your wand'ring eyes 

And heedleſs hearts, is lawful prize: 

Nor all that glitters, gold. 
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The QUARREYTL. 


L N E many more tis my delight 

A chcarſul glaſs to drink at night, 

To read the news, or hear debates, 

Of this and that and other ſtates ; Of 
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Of war or peace, of King and Queen, 
Or who the famous aſs hath ſeen ; 
Of Cock-lane ghoſt, or Cherokee ; 
If good the end it pleaſes me: 
But at---in what-d'-ye-call- em ſtreet, | 
As I was fitting, who ſhould meet | 
But Nokes and Stiles? My earl lent 
To their diſcourſe, and thus it went--- 


NokkEs. 
What, neighbour Stiles ! well, how doſt do 


STILES. 


-———— —— 4 


Be that as *rwill, I'll do for you. 
NoKEe<. 


What, ſurly vet? I did but ſpeak, 

Don't think I any favour ſeek; 

But, as I cannot malice bcar, 

| ſpoke through friendſhip, not through feat 
What though we had a knock or two, 
thought no more on't, why ſhould you 
We had our chaace and both fair play, 
One muſt be beat or run away; 

We cach had liquer in our head, 

And that no doubt the quarrel bred; 

Each too was forward to provoke, 


But you, molt forward, gave the itroke, 
Q Which 


1 4 J 
Which! (the leſſer man by halt} 
Return'd and fell'd you like a calt ;. 
You roſe tis true, and fought again, 
But witneſs ſaw 'twas all in vain ; 
I lung my blows like bullets in, 
You tore my ſhirt, and I your ſkin ; 
Both which let time and patience mend, 
And we may prove each other's friend. 


STILES. 


May I be burn't if e'er we do, 

I] won't be beat and laugh'd at too 
By ſuch a ſkeleton as you ; 

I'll ſeek revenge another way, 


Law ! law, my friend, ſha!] make you pay ; 


Though it ſhall me an hundred coſt, 
I' be reveng'd | 


NokEs. 


Vet do not boaſt; 

He who has hundreds now-a-days 

Vill find for them a thouſand ways; 
The man who's family is large 
Finds vaſtly great the daily charge; 
And can you count yourſelf its friend 
While you in law your hundreds ſpend ? 
And ſpent, for what? You'll nothing get, 
But prove that you was ſoundly beat, 


And 


W 


" E 
—_— 


. 
1 


N 
J 


E ns 1 
And juſtly too, my Lord will ſay; 
And ten to one they coſt you pay, 
So live of friends the ridicule, 
Litigious, proud 


STILFE, 


Pſha, ye fool, | 
That I don't mind ! for further ſport 
l move it in ſome other Court: 
Though I have left no bread to eat, 
1'1] be reveng'd for being beat. 


FRIENDLY. 


Neighbours, I've as mackerel mute 
And heard the whole of your diſpute, 

A word through friendſhip here me ſay, 
Then, as you pleaſe, each take your way. 
You fee when curs or maſtifts-meet, 

Fall out and fight, and one his beat, 
The beaten dog to lick his fore? 

Goes home—of anger thinks no more, 
And, meeting on a future day, 

Nor figlit nor ſnarle but go to play 
They hold it mean to live in trite, 

But take each others part for lite : 

Then worſe than dogs ſhall man b2have ? 
Man to mean anger live a flave * 


Q 2 Where's 


5 oo 
Where's all the reaſon man can boaft, 
If more than brutes in paſſions loft ? 
Get drunk and fight ! is vaſtly low, 
Not to forgive is much more ſo ; 
Beſides the law, is ſuch a nooſe 
That both ſhall gain, *twill you a muſe, | 
Till both draw in—then both will loſe. 
My friends ne'er move, for lawyers ſport, 
This trifling cauſe in any Court; 
But as you quarrell'd o'er a cup, 
Go get a fowl, I'll come and ſup, 


My bottle join and make it up 
FRIENDLY 
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A whimſical EPIGRAM, by an old 
Gentleman of 83 


To think well, to ſay well; 

To do well, to pay well; 

To mean well, to pray well; 

Will end well, when all's well; 
— —— 50 farewell. 


Prayers 
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Prayers and Supplications. 


Or diff *rent coaſt the pray'rs we find 


Of ſhips which wait a diff rent wind; 
While this fails freely from the coat, 
The voyage of another's laſt. 


From caſt, north, ſouth, and weſt, they cri 


Ot many claimants teize the ky : 
One, in the torid zone, you hear 
Pray for a cooling breeſe of air; 
Ninety degrees, a fridgid foul 
Prays for the ſun towards the pole ; 
And divers prayr's of ſundry form 
[mplare the calm, or beg the ſtorm. — 
Then how ſhall Jove Cer reconcile 
'The various ſuitors of this iſle ; 
Doctors and ſextons eat no bread, 
But from the ſickly or the dead 
The farmer has his diff *rent reaſons 
To w.#\ variety of ſeaſons : 
No matter what he ſuppliants claim 


To Jove, thy tink 'tis all the ſame; 


Fair, froſty, hot, wet, or dry, 
They know ke hes 2 diff*remt {ky : 


And ſure the ruler of the ball 


Js bound alike to pleaſe them ail !— 
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While war reſounds from other ſkies, 
* Give us a prace,* the cobler criæs; 
While ev'ry paitry ſoldier knows 
Tis better fighting with his foes. 
Diſband rhe armies Where's the ſenſe, 
When robb'ries are the conſequence, 
And ev'ry tribe and ev'ry head 
Have fomething of their own to plead |— 
Coachmen and chairmen pray for rain, 
And failors for a war with Spain— 
The maiden prays to be a wife; 
Wedded, ſhe begs a widow'd life j 
No ſooner widow, but, again, 
She prays to wear the marriage chain.— 
The curate wiſhes to be vicar, 
Then thinks preferments may come quicker, 
When once a dean, to fill his wiſh up, 
He humbly prays to be a biſhop. 
No ſooner biſhop made, than he 
Wiſhes for Canterbury ſee : 
"Tis fo with Britons, never eaſy, 
Nor gods nor miniſters can pleaſe you. 
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The CurimnEy-SWEEPER. 


H O W each fond parent ſill purſues 
Ambition in his children views ! 
7 . Would 


d 
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Would have his keir be wr n mIaIC, 
Than what the father w. 
The bailiff makes his ſun » | 
TH' apothecary his a Cc! > 
And huſband ever j5ins with wil 
That Tom ſhould puſh hin, elf in . 

A chimney- ſweeper and his ſair, 
The ſooty partner of his carc, 
(For fair's a term we cannot find) 
For black, or brown, and all the kind) 
Indulging in their homely cherer 
Of bread and cheeſe, and gon Frong beer, 
(For then good nature micht afford 
A foaming pot to grace tne board, 
Ere halfpenny's advance in price 
Made poor folks grow more wiſe than nice 
With mutual wiſh and anxious joy, 
Gaz'd on their only hope, a boy. 
When the fond dame, whom fancy led 
To faſhion caſtles in her head, 
Buſs'd with a ſmack her nown goodman, 
Then took a draught, an thus began : 
** Sure Tommy's valtly grown my dear. 
Come kither child—I ſay come here, 
* Hold up thy head—Ah 


co 


he's not made 
For ſuch vaſt laborious trade ; 


He has not ſtrength to buſtle through 
Nor writhe his body like a ſcrew, 


, 
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* Lard ! he has genus far above 

** What you and I have been, my love; 

„ Some pentler trade wer: not amiſs— 

© Go child—go—give papa a Kits, 6 
Then looking kind at one another, | 

Grim rt kifs'd child, and after mother. 

Muy, dame, quoth he, why all this tuſs ? 5 

This boy, out Tom, is all to us; 

And han't 1 16i''d from year to ar 

But for his ſake and thine my dev r ? 

And ſhall not Tom then make a hgure, 

As big as father docs? Aye, bigger. 

For, z.cunds Hit never ſha!! be ſaid, 

That Grim's own boy was baſely bred ; 

While barber Scrape puts out his fool 

To lcarn his book at grammer-ſchool. 

Come hither lad look up be bold : 

Ay, there it is, my heart of gold : 

Thou fhalt complete thy father's joy 

And be a bricklayer, my boy ; 

Shalt build the chimney, and not creep 

Through thoſe thy father us'd to ſweep, 


o 
7 
As 
WY 
; 


The 


— 1 1 


[ann } 


The CLERGY MAN's Choice of a WIFE. 
IxTRODUCTION, by way of Apology for the 
Pok rica LICENTIa. | 


SIX. 


1 Anſwer you in verſe, you ſce, 

And verſe of great variety. 

If at elections you have betn, 

All the electors you have ſeen 

Were not alike : you always find, 

They're of a multiſarious kind; 

Humps, lons-inanks, cripples, aſſes, owls and 
apes, 

And nature in a thouſand ſh pes. 

So, revercnd fir, you'll meet with here 

As many oditics as there : 

For all my verſes you will find, 

Are of a multifarious kind ; 

One 13 grave, another gay; 

Anocther's wanton, you will ſay. 


One is dark, another rough; 


Anccher's clear and ſmooth enough, 
Another's verſe, —but full of gall ; 
Arother's hardly verſe at all. 
Some are long and ſome are ſhort ; 
Irregulars of eve: y ſort, 
To make variety of ſport. 
| R All 


= uo 
All from a laughing biſhop's pen, 
For ſurcly biſhops, now and then, 
May laugh as well as otacr men. 
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The Foreign #©ccLes1A+7ic's Cnoice of an 
| Engitth Ware, delincated, in the follnuing 
Queries. 
SIX. 


Y ov tell me of a female pair 

But tell me only this, * They're fair; 
Of age, th» one, near twenty-three, 
« Fit to a lorn a biſhop's ſee, 
Therefore, ſay you, ſhe's fit for me.” 
As for that one, ſhe's quite too fine, 

In years too low, by cight or nine ; 

In mind too high, too gay too nice, 

To make a foreign prieſt her choice. 

As for the latter of the two, 

The things you ſay are not enoẽ- 

In next, I beg you will incloſe 

Her eyes, her eye- browse, and her noſe, 
Her cheeks, her forchead, and her chin. 
Her teeth, her ſhoulders, and ker {&in, 
All the dimenſions of her breaſt : 

Her kitchen talents : and the reſt. 


Terra Incognita, 


What 
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What is her temper ? cool, or hot ? 
Is it grateful ? or is it not ? 
What are her foibles ? are they few ? 
What are her graces ? are they true? 
Always the ſame ? or always new ? 
By turns perhaps, ſhe is not ſhe : 
What's good, what's bad, in her varicty ? 
Can ſhe to one he always h nd ? 
Can the ſometimes be kindly blind? 
Can the fondle, when I hug her? 
Can ſhe avoid all hugger-mugger ? 
For nuptial happineſs I've known 
Quite loſt by that, and that alone. 
Can, ſhe by ſoine dear female art, 
(Such as no learning can impart) 
By a ſpecific, jeſt, or tale, or imile, 
Can ſhe by ſome ſuch pretty craſt beguile 
Sickneis away, when I am fick ? 
Or ſpleen, when I am ſpcaeric ? 
Or muzzy dulneſs, when 1 hap 
To want a cordial, or a nap ? 
Does ſlie game? or does ſhe drink? 
How does fhe curt'ſy, talk and think ;? 
How does ſhe uſe her pen and ink 
How many female ſparks does the retain, 
As members of her tittle-tattle train? 
How many valets to attend her? 
How many fawne;s, to onmend ger 
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How many only come and go, 
To car) ſrand: to and fro ? 
And then again. when thoſe are gone, 
How many s ther hangers-on? 


Who is her boiom- friend? — perhaps her 


maid? 
Is ſhe ſincere? or a deſigning jade ? 
Has miſs a father ? or a mother? 
Has the a ſiſter? or a brother? 
Is ſhe a-kin to ſome acute divine, 
With whom in reading I can join, 
And by his judgment better mine ? 
Is ſhe related to ſome biſhop's ſee ? 
And is that biſhop fatherly ? 
One that will lead us kindly thro” 
This world to that we'er going to? 
One that has inſight deep, and ſure 
To clear ſuch truths as are obſcure; 
One that can think, and will expreſs 
Whate'er he thinks with openeſs, 
Vet not aſſume the papil pride 
To think for us and him beſide? 
Is miſs a virgin? widow ? is ſhe free 
ITas ſhe that ſimple thing ſincerity ? 
(That which, you know's another me) 


Paint me her head, her heart, her cloaths, 


And paint 'em alt in faithful proſe : 
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Her family, her age, her bulk, ber name, 
Her taſte for books: — and he religious ſramc; 
(Are this and true religion both the {ame 7) 
Is; he work ? ant dos ſhe play ? 
Gr dees the trifle all the day ? 


I; her reli, ion quite her own, ? 


Or is it noc ner prieſt's alone? 
Is it ſcated in her toul ? 
Or is indeed the church the ale? 
= My querics ſtill ar many wore; 
| (Tho' my demands but thre? or four) 

If the's a kind, and clever laſs, 

do not aſk you, what he has? 

But give an anſwer pray to this, 

Can ſhe laugh ? and can ſhe kils ? 

And tell me frankly, what ſhe is. 
Money, *tis true, gives woman, fir, 

What nought but money could confer ; 

Yet that to me s of fmall account, 

If ſhe's has ſomething tantamount. 

Has ſhe a friend at court ? it need, 

Will he be a friend indeed ? 

Won't he impoſe a footman's taſk * 

To wait, —and ſneak, and bow, and cringe and 

aſk * 
Won't he give hopeful giving words, and then 
Give nothing more than words, and words 
again ? 
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If for an Engliſh ſituation, * 

Miſs ſnould defire to change my ſtation, 
And ſo ſhould tempt me to reſign 

Tunis foreign b:ſhoprick of mine, 

And quit twelve hundred crowns per year, 
Ar: fifty thouſand people here, 

All to oblige my deareſt dear, 

Pefore we've any friend at court, 

Cr potent friend of any ſort ; 

Vi here, when, and how ſhall we acquirc 
A place to both our hearts defire ? 

A living far from noiſe and ſtir, 

Vet not too far from London, fir ? 

And if you had it are you ſure 

Twou'd be a perfect fine-cure ? 

For, fir, whene'er I'm call'd to preach, 
Whate'er I'm taught by God I teach: 
Therefore in ſuch a factious nation, 
Who place in men their whole ſalvation, 
Where I ſhall find a congregation 
Made up of the judicious few, 

With ears to hear divinely new ; 

From bigotry and ſuperſtition free, 

So as to reliſh a divinity 

Compos'd by God, and not by me ? 
While were in ſearch for ſuch « place, 
If wants ſhould multiply a pace, 


1 
Cou'd miſs live any where and any how, 
And live as eaſy too as new, 
In a cellar or a parrct, 
On a potatoc, or a carr't, 
Added to nuptial love for love 
And thoughts intent en things above ? 
Things that beget ſeraphic joys ; 
Not earthly luſts nor carthly toys, 
Not money, meat, or drink cr cloaths, 
Not any fuch-like things as thofe ö 
Seraphic happineſs con:poſe : 
But perfect t. uth and perfect love 
Ar: perfect happineſs above; 
And theſe, if all cou'd practiſe theſe but ſo, 
Are perf & happineſs below. 
There's ſtill a weighty queſtion more: 
(1 ſhou'd have aſk'dit long before 
Suppoſe I want the Iriſh ſkill, 
Can miſs be brought to ſay I will, | 
Without much fuſs or much ado, 
And that within a month or two ? 
Or elſe, ſay I, adieu! adieu! 


P. S. After theſe many queries, ſhe 
To you will make this repartee : 


Miss's 


1 


Miss's Auſicer tote QUERIES above. 


4 Pray, who's this man fo vaſtly nice 

c Tn this his matrimonia! choice ? 
„ Supnyoſ+ a thouſand wants in me, ſhe'll ſay, 
& Are there no more in him, I pray ? | 
© But what is money? for ſay all you can, | 
„ Money's the thing that makes the man: 

And money too gives woman, fir, 

What nought but money cou'd confer. 


Ar mr or Hr Hr er tar rhe 
The Queriſt's Reply to Mifr's Anſwer, 
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Tell her anſwer this again, 
And tell her it in kiſſes ten: 


Madam, 


Ten thouſand things I want, yet none, 
Becauſe I've all thoſe things in one, 

If I have you and you are ſhe 

That's fit to be a wife for me, 

As for your moncy be it more or leſs, 

Be it a large or ſcanty happineſs, 

" Mine ſhall be added, and believe me too, 

1 I'll give both me and mine and yours to you. 


1 
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At preſent mine is mine alone: 

Love ſhall make me and mine and your's your 
own. 

My character, if you'll believe report, 

Is of a mix'd uncommon ſort. 

Tis given by many,—known to few, 

The whole to none (but one or two.) 

[ love a book, and bookiſh men; 

Yet love to trifle now and then. 

In company, I'm often dull and duntb - 

Some call it mere ſtupidity ; and ſome 

Call it not that, but kindly ſay, 

Let him alone, it is his way, 

To- day he's grave to-morrow gay. 

My temper, don't miſtake it, miſs, 

Seems often ſhy, and often is. 

Call it not ſulleneſs; the reaſon's clear, 

Treatment in childhood too auſtere ö 

Gave me this ſecond chilihood fear. 

Nature has give en this manhood, love; and you, 

I kind, will give it me anew. 

1 often fear; "2d in that fear diſpond ; 

I often love; and, where I love, I'm fond, 

But Gare not go a ſingle inch beyond, 

Till marriage b bids thoſe higher joys begin 

Which can't be; joys v when they ariſe from ſin 

And yet before thoſe nuptial bliſſes 

I'm fond of modeſt, meaning kiſles. 
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As for diverſions, all I get 
Are owing to my horſc, as yet. 
1 neither drink, nor hunt, nor game, nor ſing, 
J mind not any ſuch like thing. 
T piſh at all the gaities of lice, 
Except that ſingle gaiety, a wife. 


Cloſe reas'nings I admire, not looſe harangues . 


and wit 
Genuine I love ;—not that which mimics it, 
As for religions, mong 'em all I own 
Not one on earth but that of heaven alone ; 
This mere philoſophy can never reach, 
Nor human teaching ever teach : 
This law- makers can never mak: for men 
By act of parliament for then 
Where'd be the ſenſe of being born again? 
A moek religion I deteſt. 


Religions cloath I *count but cloaths at beſt. Þ 


And yet thoſe cloaths, in caſe they fit, 
Methinks, ſhould always go along with it. 
The chriſtian church, and all the world beſide, 
My chriſtian love abroad divide: 

At home I've nothing to divide my love 

But you below, and God and Chriſt above, 
As for my preaching, thoſe who love me fear 
I'm often rather too ſincere, 

And preach without a worldly view, 

As courtly preachers ſeldom do. 
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In youth, my ſtyle was youth and flame : 
Tis cooler now, tho' now the ſame. 
Once like a hot unthinking youth, 
Preaching that pow'rful doctrine, truth, 
Stripp'd of all prudence and diſguiſe, 
I made a loud Sacheverel-noiſe: 
Like him I us'd, a crabb'd word or two, 
And ſo offended not a few. 
I argu'd little rail'd a deal 
Againſt all bigots, with a bigot's zeal, 
Zeal to avoid diſguiſing, ſuch : 
As modern clergy practiſe much 
Some call it human prudence, others art ; 
But Whiſton calls it an impoſtor's part. 
In politics, my maxim's this, 
(Whigs ſay, the maxim's much a mils : ) 
Eft rex ob populum et legim ; 
Non, lex et populus ob regem. 
How to tranſlate you cannot tel! : 
Aſs learned Williamites ; they'll do it well. 
As for my perſon when I firſt appear, 
You'll thwk me aukward, unpolite, and que 1 
Vou'llſpeak that thought bya condemning ſncer 
But don't condemn me in a trice, 
Try me again, once, twice, or thrice: 
Do not reject me all at once, 


Purely to take a pol iſh'd dunce, 
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As for the worldly goods I have, indeed, 
They give me every worldly good J nerd, 
Except yourſelf.— Beſides preferment here, 
I've thirteen hundred crowns per year; 
But give *em all, and more than all, away, 
(For I am piving every day,) 
Some to the deſerving few, 
More to a thankleſs, worthleſs crew, 
Wanting a wife to give 'em too, 
Whate'er I have, without a wife 
To live, I think, is hardly life: 
Therefore tho more than half my days are 
_ done, 
My days of life are unbegun. | 
Whate'er I want, you're ſure to find 8 
In me a truly nuptial mind, 1 
While your's is true, and frank, and kind. 


This one good thing it is, you'll find, 'tis this 


That gives and ſweetneſs every nuptial bliſs. 
Thertore, the many things I want are none: 
Bect ule you have 'em all in one. 

If you have me and I'm the man 

That always loves you all I can. 

Thus you ars ſure of things enough: | 
Words you expect; I've ſent a few. | 
Comply, or elſe a fig for you! 
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Lr me ſee—bread and beœar—tripe 220 
dreſſing hey day 
And wine and welſh rabit—here's the devil to 


pay ! 
And then o' my conſcience, beſides his lon, 
bill, 5 


Out of ev'ry poor pint he has cabbag'd a gill. 
74 P © = 


For all his fine bows, and his fpeeches, and 


wheodlc, 
I ſwear that a vintner's as ſharp as a nęedle. 
The vintner, in hcaring, reply'd, 'tis your 
pleaſure 


»Gainſt another man's bill to turn out beyond. 


meaſure. 
If we come to tax reckunings, w* all eaſily find 
any items and items not all to our mind: 
There's your filk, twill, ani bu ain; ma- 
terials and making, 
And a remnant—but parcon the ; om I'm 
taking. 
Come, live and let live, without an, repining: 
] pay for my doublet; pay you for ur lining. 


The 
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A Lawver, phyſician and reverend divine, 

Were invite abroad in che country to dine, 

The weather was pleaſant, the ſcaſon was Muy, 

All nature around them look 4 ſmiling and 
gay: 

T he Felds in new !iverys raviſh'd the view, 
And imiling, and gay look'd the travellers tod. 
Invited to banquit three miles out of town, 
They threw aſide buſineſs, and books, and the 

gown, 
Overioy'd with the jaunt 
ſclves, 
Let Coke, Shaw, and Sherlock now fleep on 
the ſhelves, 
Farcwel to concordance, dull ſtatutes, and 


they ſaid to them- 


Mead, 
While we feaſt abroad, let the pale ſtudent 
read, 


They thought it iar beſt, to relax, and to roam, 
And pity'd their penſive comp anions at home. 
Thus forward they march'd amus'd with 
chit- chat, 
The rebel Don Carlous—the Dutch and 
all that 
Much 
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Much plcas'd with the 1:4 fpett this time of che 
year, 
But more with the thoughts of approaching 
good hve: 
As the walk now grew leſs—thcir hunger 
Wax q more, 
They think of full diſhes and bowls running 
o'er 
Anticipate all the delights of the feaſt, 
And ſmcll fancy'd fumes, full a furlong at 
leaſt : 
Imagine they ſee a table well {pread ; 
Here imoal'd the fat beeſ——there lay a calfs 
head ; 


The gammon and fowls, rags in order cloſe 


by 
A leaſe-hold, wou'd wind up the whole with a 
ie. 
But Lebeck, and 3 Bently will tell ye, 
That chimerical banquets will not fill the belly. 
That love is platonic - ſome ſtoics declare, 
But diet platonic no mortal can bear. 
Now the houſe, their wiſh'd haven, appear'd 
to the view, 
One adjuſted his wiz, and another his ſhoe. 
But the arſon, much wont, to contemplate on 
high, 


Looking up——cou'd no ſmoał in the chimney 
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Che complaiſant lawyer firſt knock'd at the 
door, 
your maſter at home pray © 
ſo demure. 
Lord ! Sir, why my maſter a journey is gone ; 
And ſaid, he ſhould not be at home till anon. 

Aneas of old, look'd not more like a ghoſt, 
When ſex. hing old Iliam, Creuſa was loſt ; 
Nor half tamiſh'd Trojans were ſo much 

aghaſt, | 
When we Haryrys devour'd their rural repaſt, 
Tone wnder-ſtrucc pilgrims withdrew very 
ad, 
For hun like hem ox, wil! make a man 
mad. | 
The parioo declar'd, with a ſorrowful face, 
To fly fron, cagage ments ſhew'd great want of 
grace, 
For firſt, —revelation, and, and reaſon allow, 
That a promiſe oblige: as much as a vow : 
Tt appears next from Habukkuk chapter the 


-2nd look'd 


firſt, 
T hat denounces : A breach of performance ac- 
©. $2 | 
And thirdly— the 1 old Martyr- 
Juſtin, 
Condemn breach of truſt——down to Jerom, 
and Auſtin, 


And 


1 
hold cri:s Habeus Corpus, 
we did not come hither, 
Lo jon both infatting, and preaching together. 
When lawycrs are hungry tis a mercileſs 
gen, 


And iourthiy 


Poor criminals hangz—for fat judges to dine. 
He cou'd re from the ſtatutes Wood, 
Wingate, 2 Skinner, 

That cloping {rom nome, and demuring a 
dinner 
By de fruding the ſul ij & of his natural food, 
Was as actuel! mangflaughter, fill undcritocd : 
And by Mana Cbharta's authentic commanding, 
Was robber plain—any wiſe notwithſtanding. 
But the doctor declar'd, it was no time for 
frolic, 
And that faſting did often occaſion the cholic. 
Then he quoted Hippocrates, Galen and 
Wynne, 
That when food is all out 
ruſh in. 
Tho' Deſcartes, wou'd never a vacum allow, 
He thought his inſide cou'd demonſtrate it 
| now. | 
H, fhew'd that when paſſions are rais'd like a 
tide, 
Diſappointed at once, they too ſoon did ſubſide; 
TL As 


the wicd will 
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As the ftring of a fiddlc, or {crew of a jack, 
When wound up too high, of a ſudden wil! 
crack. 
Thus having bewail'd their misfortuncs a- 
lone, 
Dire hunger will ſharpen men's wits like a 
| hone. 
They deem'd it moſt requiſite, not to relate 
To their neighbours at home their tantaliz'd 
fate : 
Far ſhou'd it be known, twould increaſe thei! 
chagrin, 
To be jecr\d at, like Burton, and Baſtwick, 
and Prynn ; 
And by conſequence yery much add to thcir 
load, 
To be banter'd at home and famiſh'd abroad : 
But by Gown, and Caſſock, —Diploma, 
and Seal, 
They vow'd full revenge for the loſs of their 
meal. 
Thus vex'd at their fortune, and bilk'd of 
their feaſt, 
Travell'd home in the dumps, lawyer, doctor, 
and pricſt, 


On 


M4 
„ > *.” TC. 
N F DO Se" 
: . 


1 


eee 
SSD 


EPIGR AM. 
On a Gentleman who had a Drunken It fe. 


I N vour Lectures *gainſt drunkenneſs, Doctor 
how 1s't, 

Says Berrachis you always Tim Simple have miſt ? 
Ah! replies the grave Prieſt There I nced not 
come, 

For poor Tim keeps a ſad living Lecture at 
Home. 


EPIGX AM. 


W HO follow Nature pleaſe, and my own 


i 4 Bride 
* Show'd, in your writings Nature way you” 
c Guide; 
With ſtiff'd joy I found ſhe was no more, 
5 She never took that way to pleaſe before; 
Her ruling paſſion was to ſcold and chide, 
A Scold ſhe liv'd and as the liv'd ſhe died. 
| Such in thoſe moments, as in all the paſt, 
1 


Oh, heavens! muſt I be ſpecchleſs? was her latt. 
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EPIGRA M. 


A Yorkſhire Man and Oſtler til!“ 
E'er this you might have been, 

Had you employ'd your native ſkili, 
Landlord and kept the Inn: 

Ah! Sir to ſts vhat cer pretence, 
Jack anſwers twill not do; 
Nought+ to be got, till I get hence, 
For Meyſter's Yorkthire too 


G DDDEDDDEDEDYDPDRLDE 
EPIGR AM. 


So little given at Chapels Door! 

The People ſorcly muſt be poor, 

So much in gaming thrown away! 

No Nation, ſure, fo rich as they. 

_ Britons *twere greatly for your glory, 
Shou'd thoſe who ſhall tranſmit your ſtory, 
Their netions of your grandeur frame, 
Not as you give but as you game. 
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1 E FR fha!l hold that man untrue, 

W ao this can ſay, and that can do. 
Ho good ! the zealous preacher cries, 

(With half rais'd-hand and up turn'd eyes) 

He grateful to the feeling breaſt, 

It is to ſucccur the diſtreſt. 

My brethten, can enfecled age, 

Want, pin, thole bitter {os engage? 

When, in afflictions eddics toſt, 

The active pow'rs are ſunk and loſt * 

Such ofen publicly are found: 

O, ſparc no balm to heal the wound. 

Sometimes induſtrious arts are vain, 

Ihe crouded houſhold to ſuſtain ; 

And thickneſs with relentleſs ſway, 

Cit ſweeps a wife and child away; 

Perplex'd ; the wretched father mourns 

The living and the dead by turns: 

Around, the little infants grieve, 

And aſk that bread he cannot give 

Need I, my chriſtian friends, declare, 

Theſe ſhould your Launty largely ſhare * 

That heart muſt be an heart of ſteel, 

Which can't another's mis'ry feel.” 
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Theſe wh:-leſome words and niany more, 
Deliver'd; and the ſervice o'er; 
Amidit a range of ſcrapes and bows, 
Forth of the church the Vicar goes; 
And onward te the church-yard gate; 
Nigh which a rev'rend beggar fat: 
Full ninety years had liv'd the ſage; 
His head was filver'd o'er with age; 
Dim were his eyes: his tatter'd dreſs 
The object's ſelf will beſt expreſs : 
My pen in vain, would ftrive to ſhow, 
Such deep variety of woe. 
He bow'd reſpectful; aſk'd an alms. 
The parſon lifted both his palms, 


And thus exclaim'd ; In ev'ry ſtreet, 


Each day offenſive fights we meet. 
O! were our laws for nought elſe made, 
But to be ſpurn'd and diſobey'd ?' 

He ceas'd; and left the wretch behind 
To eat his words and drink the wind. 
Homeward the prieſt purſues his way; 
When, lo! beneath his threſhold lay 
A meagre form that gaſp'd for breath ; 
You'd think it was, a dying death. 

It rais'd its head and thus began ;— 
O, if a chriſtian in that man, 
My care-worn, miſty eyes behold, 


To him I will my caſe unfold. 
| | | Good 
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Good Sir, mv ex'ry toil is vain, 
A crouded houſnold to ſuttain.: 
Ard ſickneſs with relentleſs ſwar, 
Hath ſwept my wife and child away : 
Six ſmall ſurviving incants grieve, 
And afk that bread J cannot give.” 

He ſaid. As on his flalt'ring tongue 
Scarce heard, the clammy accents hung; 
Aloud, the arthodex divine, 

Thus to his man, with heart benign; — 

I've told you fifty times and more, 
To whip theſe vagrants from my door. 
His voice beſpeaks the vericit cheat, 
That ever ſkulk'd about the ſtrect. 
And (or my fight my fkill belics) 

The hypocrite is in his eycs.” 
His balm, his bounty, thus diſpers,d ; 


His thoughts in church and ſtreet rehears' d; 


The Parſon in a hungry fit, 
| Haſted to eaſe the groaning ſpit : 
And with the bowls cnlivening force, 


To whet his lungs for next diſcourſe. 
Briſtol, Jan. 13, 1769. 
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4 Card COMPLIMENT to @ younr LADY, 
Madam, 


Two batchelors meeting tagether to-day, 
For mirth, for good humour, and drinking of tea, 


| Requeſt that your ladyſhip too will be there, 


To join their diverſion, and ſip of their fare; 

You're ſo well acquainted I need not explain, 

If it was not for women, what creatures were 

men; 

Poor fellows ! I queſtion if e' er they had known 

The pleaſure at tea-time of fitting them down : 

For we can but obſerve if no women is there, 

What ftrange aukward figures at tea we all are; 

And ſeem without patience ſubmit to our doom, 

When we ſcald our poor fingers and jump round 

the room, 

„Tis a thouſand to one but we drop the pot-1'd, 

And knock all the tea-tables traps o' the head: 

Our character, if we've the joy to keep vp. 

Ti!l the ſpoons are all plac'd on the top of the 
—=—_ | 

How comical do we our compliments utter, 

if they chuſe ſome more tea, or fume more bread 


and butter. 
Now 


d 
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Now in order to keep your two friends from 
nard fate, 

Which the drinking of tea by themſelves might 
create, 

J have ſent theſe few lines, to be left at your 
home, 

And at five, I am hoping you'll certainly come 

beg you will pardon the meſſage in verſe, 

With my compliments laſt, tho' they ſhould 
have been firſt, 


ASA RA LASASSAL AS ATASA 
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The Supplicating SOLDIER to his compaſſionate 
Commanding OFFICER, 
ritten Extempore. 
Caſh being very low, and at an Alehouſe. 


if 77-35 weeks are expir'd, 
Since, firſt, fir, I tir'd 


Your patience, by borrowing ſome p21f ; 


And fince, ſundry times, 
In proſe, and in rhimes, 


Moſt lowly I've humbled myſelf. 


And of this I'm quite ſurc, 
Had-it been in your power, 
LU I never 


1 
T never had begged in vain, 
The relict of my want, ' 
The laſt time that, when ſcant, 


Of denial, you gave me the pain. 


In about three weeks morc, 
Or I came of a whore, 

I'll return, fir, each doit of the caſh; 
Or my conſcience would imart,, 
Make uncaſy my heart, 

And reflection cach moment would laſh. 


J had ne'er had the front, 
Think what vou will on't, 
To have troubled you, ſir, for one ſhilling, 
If I'd not thought, that hour, 
What was lent to reſtore 
1 ſhould then be as able as willing. 


So thus much for preface, 
And now, fir, to the caſe, 

That urges, at preſent, to writing; 
You muſt know, your laſt bounty, 


In Midadliſex county, 
Was paid to a creditor biting. 


And may I be d— 
If my heart, fir, was ſcann'd, 
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ace thought of another, 
ho, about pieces four, 

i= 1out, 
f. bes a mot terrible pother. 


—— 


al to ſtrive, 
i .., the three weeks arrive, 
To i!'+ 11, i:r, his torrent of fury; 
F r cear he ſhould knap me, 
In ſpunging-houſe clap me, 
And ſend me to limbo in hurry. 


This, by G—, fir, is all 
That my ſoul does enthral, * 
And makes me uneaſy and vap'riſh ; | 
And this, fir, once paid, 
I'd no more be afraid, 
But become, ſoon, quite {kittiſh and capriſh 


The favour I crave, 
Granted, makes me your ſlave, 
As, indeed, I was always, you'll lay ; ; 
For a ſhort time the loan, 
Then, again, is your own, 
For that time my whole debt I'll repay 


Believe me dear T 
I'd not aſk it from ye, 


If I'd any other reſource ; 
U 2 


— 


1 
| 
1 
. 


—— — 
ft > 
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But as things are ſtained, 


As oft l ve awd 
At preſent I've no other courle. 


And ah] may this find 

You in ſentiment kind; 
Full ever my God wii! I pray, 

To afford you your health, 

And a great ſtock of wealth, 
And long to put off your laſt day. 


In wond'rous diſtreſs, 
Sans your ſpeedy redreſs, 
At the ſign of the ſwan, fir, you'll find me, 
Bread and cheeſe, and ſtrong bear, 
Before me appear, 


And a great wooden dial behind me. M. R. 


Father FRANC1sS's Prayer to ST. AGYEs. 
In Imitation C HAU CE R. 


N E gay attire, ne marble hall, 

Ne arched roof, ne painted wall, 

Ne cook of Fraunce, ne dainted board 
Beſtrew'd with pyes of perrygord, 

Ne power, ne ſuch like idle fauncies. 
Sweet Agnes, grant to father Frauncies. 


Let 
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Let me ne more my ſeif deceive, 
Ne more regret the toys I leave; 
The world I quit, the proud, the vain, 
Corruption, and ambitiou's train; 
But not the good (pardic) nor fair; 
*Gainſt them I make ne vow, ne prayer; 
Be ſuch aye welcome to my cell, 
And oft, not always with me dwoll. 

Then caſt, ſweet ſaint, a circle round, 
And guard from fools this holy ground; 
From all the foes to worth and truth, 
From wanton eld, and homely youth ; 
The gravely dull, and pertly gay ; 
O baniſh theſe—and, by my fay, 
Right well I ween, that in this age 
Mine houſe ſhall prove an hermitage. 


0 οοοοοο οοοοο IO 
4 MATCH frte DE VII. 


WII L E others idle tales relate, 
To fright men from the marry'd ſtate; 
Do thou, my muſe in humble verſe, 
The virtue of a wife rehearſe. 


A Farmer of much wealth poſſcs'd, 
With friends too, while they laſted, blefs'd, 


Kent 


— 
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Kept open houſe, and lov'd to feaſt 
"Thoſe who deſerv'd and wanted leaſt, 


To plcaſures he preſcrib'd no hounds ; 

He kept his hunters, pack of ho-11nds. 
Somewhat laſcivious, ſomewhat vin, 

Some gentlemen had croſs'd thc rain, 

To try all joys and plzgues of life, 

He boldly took a buxom wite. 

Now freſn expences, freſh delights, 

Attend the day, ànd crown the nights. 

His new acquaintance crowd the houſe ; 
Some praiſe the fare, but moſt the "ipouſe. 
Each ſtrove who ſhould divert the moſt : 

But fil] *twas at the huſband's coſt, 

He thoughtleſs prais'd th* expeative pleaſure, 
To pleaſe his dear domeſiic tr-1G re, 

All carc was ſcor'nd and bus'ncſs vaicſh'd ; 
The preſent joys thoughts future baniſh'd : 
And being both of years but vernal, 

They thought their wealth and loves eternal, 


But oh ! how vain arc all men's fancics ! 
I!1l-zrounded projects, mere romances. 
What whims the wiſeſt entertain! 
What ſtrange dilutions fill the Brain 
When we are cazer to poſicſs, 
We imouth che road to happineſs; 
We 


1 151 J 
We level mountains, empty ſcas, 
And reaſon fierce deſires obeys. 
The greateſt danger we deſpiſe, 
Our paſſion ſees and not our eyrs, 


Our Pair now find, ſome ſeaſons paſt, 
Nor wealth, nor love, would always laſt, 
Unleſs improv'd with application; 

But that in one is out of taſhion. 

Gold indeed preſerves its ſway, 

But love | who does thy pow'r obey * 


E'en women now profeſs to range, 

And all their pleaſures is. in change ; 
Now ſeek the preſent joys t'improve, 
Yielding to many they call love ; 

Artful new lovers to engage, 

Then ſlight his love, and ſcorn his rage. 
Thus theſe behold what they poſſes'd, 
And wonder how they once were bleſt. 
Their jars are thought on, and improv'd ; 
They hate themſelves, that once they lov'd. 
Thus lab'ring on in dirty road, 

They ſnarle, and curſe the heavy load. 


How happy were our mortal ſtate, 
Were indolence but our worſt fate 
No ſooner joys the place forſake, 
But racking pains dominions take. 
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No ſooner love had fled the pair, 
When enter'd meager want and care, 
The houſe which had ſuch vaſt reſort, 
When riot ſeem'd to keep his court, 
Is now forſook, a lonely coll, 
While Silence, undiſturb'd might dwell. 
Clean pans and ſpits the walls now grac'd 
For ornament the pewter's plac'd. 
Bright diſhes entertain the eye. 
No kitchen-ſmoke offends the ſky. 
Hogſhheads with diſmal ſounds complain'd, 
Both hogſheads and the man was drain'd. 
His Landlord ſtern, his rent demands. 
Stray'd are his flocks, unplough'd his lands. 
The wife adviſes friends to try ; 
Her's ſhe was ſure would not deny. 
A thouſand vows ſhe had receiv'd ; 
Each vow repay'd, for ſhe believ'd. 


But oh] how ſoon did they diſcover, 
Tis wealth brings friend s, the face the lover. 
His wants are heard without relief ; 
Her eyes afford nor joy, nor grief. 
His waited fortune all afrights ; 
Her faded beauty none invites. 


Oppreſs'd with wants to woods he flies, 
And ſceks the peace his houſe denies, 
| Roving, 
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Roving, lamenting his condition, 

Fate kindly ſent him a phyſician, 

His habit, cane, and formal face, 
Shew'd he was of Geneva race : 

But cloven feet the friend detect, 
And prov'd him author of the ſect. 
With joy he ſpy'd the wretch's cares, 
And fawning, thus he ſpread his ſnares, 
My ſon ! with pitty I have ſeen 

(1 to) I've a foe to pity been) 

The ſad diſaſters you endure, 

That of a wife admits no cure. 

I know your wants, and her's I gueſs ; 
I cannot ſwear I'll both redreſs, 
That taſk I fear is too uneaſy ; 

But if poſſeſſions large will plcaſe ye, 
Behold this ſpacious tract of land, 

All that you ſee is at my command. 
I'll give it freely all to thee, 

If we on articles agree. 

J can perform it, I'm the Devil. 
Nay, never ftart man, T'i! be civil. 

It ſhall be yours to plow and ſow ; 

All that above the ground does grow, 
Whate'er it is, ſhall be my due; 

The reſt I freely give to you. 


X 
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Gladly the farmer does ſubmit, 
For pinching want had taught him wit. 
With roots he plants the fruittul toil, 
Which well rewarded all his tail, 
But to his lanlord's jilted ſhare, | 
. A weedy Harveſt does appear. 


The devil vext, new cov'nants makes, 
Next year all under ground he takce. 
Then golden wheat the land does bear, 
And uſcleſs rents are Satan's ſhare, 
Ihe ſiend reſolv'd to ſpoil the jeſt, 

And thus the iarmer he addreſt. 


Believe me friend thou art a ſharper ; 
Satan himſelf has caught a Tartar, 
I've ſeen thy wit, but now at length 
I am reſolv'd to try thy ſtrength. 


A ſcratching match we'll have together ; 


Look to thy ſelf, I'll claw thy leather, 
If I ſubmit, the land is thine 

If I o'er come, thy ſoul is mine. 
Think for your quict, I conjure ve ; 
Should you to hell, you leave a fury. 
Obſerve? thefe Talons and away, 

And Friday next ſhall be the day. 


A mod'rate beauty will inflame, 
Till we have ſeen a brighter Dame., 


Rin 
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Rivers with Wonders we ſurvey, | 
Till we behold th boundbef, Sea, 
So ev'ry little trizhing care, 
Appears x Load we cannot bear, 
But if ſome horrid tortures ſeizes us, 
What late we dreaded, now will eaſe us. 


The wretched farmer homeward goes, 
And dreads his future endleſs Woes. 
His cares, his duns, his wants, his wife, 
And all the batics of happy life, 
Would now afford him vaſt content, 
Could he th' unequal Match prevent. 
His prying turtle quickly gueſt 
Some care uncommon fill'd his breaſt. 
Huſband and wife ſometimes relate 
T heir cares and bus'ncfs, tho' they hate. 
Nor always Nature's civil call deny, 
And tho” both loath, yet both comply. 
Mer wheedling tongue ſoon found the means 
To make the wretch diſcloſe his pains. 
He tells the combat and the laws, 
And magnifics his mon'ftrous Paws. 


Piſh ! Is this all that plagues your mind ? 
An eaſy remedy Ill find. ' 
You to your wife's advice ſubmit, *1 | 


And we'll the devil himſelf out-wit, f | 
X 2 Come, 
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Come turn about. — and leave vour moans, — 


Theſe huſbands are ſuch very droncs. 
He ſigh'd, obey'd and did his beſt; 
His taſk perform'd, he went to reſt. 


Our happy hours are quickly paſt, 
And time to miſery makes haſte. 
Soon Friday comes, a diſmal day 
When ſuch a gueſt would viſits pay. 
The Farmer dreads the approaching ſcuffic } 
(The thoughts of hell, the boldeſt ruffle) 
But ſtill his wife keeps up her ſpirits; 
She knew her ſaſe-guard, and its mirits; 
She bids him hide, whate'er ſhould fall on't, 
While ſhe receiv'd the dreadful gallant. 
He ſoons obeys th* advent'rous dame; 
The huſband gone, the devil came. 


Who knocks. impetuous at the gate, 
And angry grows, that he ſhould wait, 
Again for ent'rance loud he cries, 

But ſcreams and groans are the replies. 
Love and the devil, what can bind ! 
The ſtronger grow, the more confin'd ; 
If they can *fpy the ſmalloſt hole, 

One takes the heart, and one the ſoul. 
So Satan, vex'd at the delay, 

Whipp'd thro' the key-hole to his prey ; 
But to his great amazement, found | 
z' indecent wife ſpread on the ground. 


«99-3 


High as the waſte expos'd and bare, 
And with her ſhrieks ſhe picrc'd the air, 


L 


Why, how now, woman ? whence this 
paſhon ? 
This poſture, and ſuch exclamation ? 


Ah ! pity, fir, my wretched caſe, 
And quickly fly this horrid place. 
You by your grim-majeſtick air. 
Your feet, your claws, your horns declare ; 
You with my huſband come to-ſcratch ; 
But thou, ah! thou, th' unequal match 
The cruel monſter ready ſtands, 
But hope not to eſcape his hands : 
His nails are ſcythes upon my life, 
And for his horns, ſir,—I'm his wife. 
This morn, to try what he could do, 
On me he would his proweſs ſhew : 
This Chaſm he made with's little finger; 
Behold, fir, is it not a ſwinger, 
With that ſhe threw her legs aſide, 
And ſhew'da hole turprizing wide, 


Zounds, quoth the devil, (quite amaz'd, 
When on the deadly Gulph he gaz'd) 
What do | tte what makes that wound 
Of ſuch extent and ſo profound 


Br | 

Tf that nail fuch a wound could tcar, 
What can the force of ten claws bear 7 
And by his ſtench to ſhew his ſpite, 
With poiſon'd weapons he would fight. 
My talons are not half ſo long, 

Nor is my ſulpher half ſo ſtrong. 

No, I'll ſubmit, ſince my lot's hell ; 
At leaft I'll in a whole ſkin dwoll. 

The land is his, but be he bound, 
Since he has made, to fill that wound. 
With that he vaniſh'd from her eyes, 
And ſulph'rous ftench and fumes ariſe, 


The farmer haſtens to the place, 
His great deliv*rer to embrace. 
Well haſt thou freed my tim'rous ſoul ; 
But what did e' er thy pow'r controul ? 
The nerceſt rage it ſoon difarms, 
Tho' hell it frights yet men it charms, 
But be it on thy tomb engrav'd, 
Tis the firſt foul a wife cer ſav'd. 
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On the MARRIED STATE. 


H O W uneaſy is his life, 


Who is troublcd wit a wite ! 


Be 
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Be ſhe ne'er fo young and toward. 
Be the ncer fo old and froward ; 
Be ſhe kind with arms enfolding, 
Be fhe croſs and alwrys ſcolding, 
Be ſhe blithe or melancho!y, 
Have ft: wi, r have ſhe loily; 
Yet uncaſy +: his lite, 
Who is married to a wiſe, 


If young and ſweet ſhe is too t “nder, 
If old and croſs no man can mend her, 
If too kind, ſhe's ever clinging, 

If a {col , ſhe's ever ringing, 

If blitie ; fine fidlers or y'\undo her, 
If fad ; then call a cauſeſt to her, 

If a wit ſhe'll ſtill be jeering, 

If a fool ſhe's ever fleering. 

So uncaſy is his life, 

Who is married to a wife. 


Theſe are all evtremes I know, 
But all woman kind are ſo; 
| And the golden mean to none, 
Of that fickle race is known: 
The firſt rib did bring in ruin, 
And the reſt have ſince been doing; 
Some by one way ſome another, 


Miſchief ſtill is woman's brother | 
2 Ard 
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And yet cannot man forbear, 
Tho! it coſt him neꝰ er ſo dear. 


What then are the marriage joys, 
That makes ſuch a mighty noife ? 
All's inclos'd in one ſhort ſentence, 
Little pleaſure, great Acquaintance. 
Why then all this great pains taking ? 
Why this fighing ? why this waking ? 
Why this riding? why this running: 
Why thts artifice and cunning ? 
Wy 1 this clutter to get wives. 

T -» make us weary of our Lives. 


On! its pleaſant to be free, 

The ſweeteſt miſs is Liberty; 

And thoſe who with one ſweet is bleſt, 
May reap the joys of all the reſt. ; 

In her alone whoſe fair and true, 
Reſerve thoſe ſweets for none but you, 
Yct 'tis better live alone, 

Free from all, than ty'd. to-one, 

Since uncaly is his life. 

Who is married to a wife. 


An EP15TLE ts a LADY. 


I love you for your ſquinting eyes, 
They'lI breed no j-<aJouly, 

When you p-rhaps on others Jook, 
They'll think you look on me. 

I love you for your ſparrow-mouth, 
For in an am'rous cloſe, 

There's room on either fide to kiſs, 
And ne'er oftend the noſe. 

I love you for your pudding waiſt, 
If you a taylor lack, | 

We need not ſend to France for him 
We'll fit you with a ſack. 

Venus perhaps might comlier be, 
But had not ſuch variety. 


I love you for your copper noſe, 
The features nc'er the worſe ; 

I find the metal in the face, 
You wanted in the purſe. 

love you for your rotten tec: , 
A fine new fancy'd grace, 

You wear black patches in the mouth, 
Tis common on the face. 


Y I Ke 
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Juve you for your blubber lips, 
In them I thrift propoſe, 
Fit dripping pans they're for your eyes, 
And ſavealls for your noſe. 


DoctoR SE A's HARANGUE. 


D OCTORS by travel are improv'd. 


And none has travell'd more; 
I to th' Arabian coaſt have rov'd. 
And Athiopia's ſhore, 


At Mexico I too have been, 
And alſo at Peru; 

And at Iberia have been ſeen 
Iberia old and new. 


At Nova Zembla and Nanquin, 
At Java and Gibraltar; 

At many nations never ſeen, 
By Anſon or Sir Walter. 


My age, too, gives pre-eminence, 
Some thouſand years I boaſt ; 
And ſurely moſt experience 


Should bc eſteemed moſt. 
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Ny remedies to all are free, 
The public good my aim; 
ſcorn to take a paltry fee, 
| covet — only Fame. 


Hygeia gives to me the ſway, 
And offers conſtant aid, 
So come and duck, and drink awav, 


And do not be afraid. 


My ſtreams faline reſtoring are, 
And give the feeble vigour, 

Spirits and beauty to the fair, 
Beyond all other liquor. 


To advertiſe the cures I've donc 
Would take too many pages; 

For Doctor Sea has had a run 
For ages and for ages. 


The Frau of DisCONTENT. 


W ntx now, mature in clafiic knowledge, 
The joy ſul youth is ſent to college, 

His father comes, an humble ſuitor, 

W ich bows and ſpeeches to his tutor, 


y . Sir, 
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give me leave to recommend him, 
I'm furs you cannot but befriend him; 
I'll warrant that his good behav*our 
Shall juſtify your future favour ; 
* And for his parts, to tell the truth, 
My fon's a very forward youth; 
He's young indeed, but has a ſpirit, 
© And wants but means, to ſhew his merit; 
* Has Horace all by heart, — you'd wonder, 
And mouths out Homer's Greek like thunder 
If you'd but venture to admit him, 
A ſcholarſhip would nicely fit him; 
That he ſucceeds 'tis ten to one, 
* Your vote and intereſt, Sir,— 'tis donc, 

Our candidate at length gets in, 
A hopeful ſcholar of Coll. Trin. 
A ſcholarſhip not half maintains, 
And colleze-rules are heavy chains; 
So ſcorning the late wiſh'd-for prize, 
For a fat fellowſhip he ſighs, 

When, nine full tedious winters paſt, 
His utmoſt wiſh is crown'd at laſt; 
That utmoſt with no ſooner got, 
Again he quarrels with his Jot.— 
« Theſe fcNowſhips are pretty things, 
We live indeed like petty Kings; 


* 
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* But who can bear to ſpend his whole age 
* Amidſt the dulneſs of a college; 
* Dcebarr'd the common joys of life, 
And what is worſe than all— a wife 
* Would ſome ſnug benefice but fall, 
Ve feaſts, and gaudies, farewell al]! 
* To offices I'd bid adieu 
Of Dean, Vice-Pras, — nay Burſar too; 
Come tythes, come glebe, come fields fo plca- 
ſant, 
© Come, ſports come partridge, hare and phea- 
ſlant, 

Well— after waiting many a year, 
A living falls, two hundred clear. 
With breaſt elate beyond expreſſion, 
He hurries down to take poſſeſſion; 
With rapture views the ſweet retreat, 
What a convenient houſe | how neat ! 
© The garden how compleatly plann'd ! 
And is all this at my command ! 
For fuel here's good ſtore of wood, — 
Pray God, the cellars be but good!“ 
Continuing this fantaſtic farce on, 
He now commences country parſon; 
To make his character intire, 
He weds a couſin of the ſquire; 
Not over-weighty in the purſe; 
But many doctors have done worſe, 
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Content at firſt, —he tans his barrel, 
Exhorts his neighbours not to quarre! ; 
Finds his church-wardens have difcernins 
Both in liquor and good learning; 

With tythes his barns replete he ſees, 
And chuckles o'er his furplice-fees ; 
Studies to find out latent dues, 

Smokes with the 'ſquire, —and clips his vews ; 
Of Oxford pranks, facetious tells, : 
And, but on Sundays, hcars no bells, 
But ah! too ſoon his thoughtleſs breaſt 
By cares domeſtic is oppreſt; 

Each day ſome ſcene of woe commence- 
By new and unforeſeen expences ; 

And ſoon the butcher's bill, and brewing, 
Threaten unevitable ruin; 

For children more expences yet, 

And Dickey now for ſchool is fit. 


Why did J fell my college life 
(He crics) for benefice and wife 


Oh could the days once more but come, 
When calm I ſmoak'd in common room, 
And din'd with breaſt untroubled, undcr 
The picture of our pious founder; 
When, for amuſement, my tyrannic 
Sway could put freſhmen in a pannic; 


When impoſitions were ſupplied 
4 light my pipe—or ſooth my pride! 


* 
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NO 
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No cares of family oppreſs'd me, 
Nor wife by day—ner night diſtref d mo. 
Each day recciv'd ſuceſſive plcaſure, 
Or ſpent in reading, or in leiſure; 
And every night 1 went to bed 
Without a chriſt'ning in my head.” 
O triſſing head, and fickle heart . 
Chagrin'd at whatſoc'cr thou art! 

A dupe to follies yet untry'd, 

And ſick of pleaſure's ſcarce enjoy'd; 
Each prize obtain'd, thy rapture ceaſes, 
And in the ſearch alone it pleaſes. 


DDD 


Lp ts the Rev. Drax Swirr. 


C RIES Celia to a Reverend Dean, 
What Reaſon can be given, 
Since Marriage is a holy Thing, 
That there is none in Heaven. 
There are no Women there he cry'd, 
She quick returns the Jeſt 
Women there are but I'm afraid, 


They cannot find a Prieſt. 
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Sailor n brard one of his Majeſty": Hips 17 


I ar, bing fentenc'd ta the Cat-'6-nme-T ails, then 
he tbas iy d ready ti be whipt, Spoke the following 
Lines ts his Commander, 1747. 


B Y your honour's Command, 
An Example I ftand, 

Of your Juſtice to all the Ship's Crew, 
I am hamper'd and ſtript, 
And If I am whipp'd, 

"Tis no more than I own is my due. 
In this Scurvy condition, 
I humbly Petition, 

To offer ſome Lines, to your Eye, 
Merry Tom by ſuch Trath, 
Once avoided the Lath, 

And if Fate, and you plcal- ſo may I, 
There is nothing you hate, 
I'm inform'd like a Cut, 

Why; your Honour's Averſion is mine. 
If Puſs then with one Tail, 
Can fo make your heart tail, 

O ſave me from that which has nine. 


The Officer immediately parden d the Sailer, and 
he is now Boatſwain in one of the chief Ships of the 
Nay. | 


.. A FINE LADY; 


SEkILI. D in cach art, that can adorn the 
| fair, 

The ſprightly dance, the ſoft Italian air, 

The toſs of quality and high- bread fleer, 

Now lady Harriot reach'd her fifteenth year : 

Wing'd with diverſions all her moments flew, 

Lach, as it paſs'd, preſenting ſomething new, 

Breakfaſts and auctions wear the morn away, 

Lach evening gives an opera or a play; 

"Then cards eternal joys all night remain, 

and kindly uſher in the morn again. 


For love no time has ſac, or inclination, 
Yet mult coquet it for the ſake of faſhion ; 
For this the liſtens to cach ſop that's near, 
Th' embroidered colonel flatters with a ſneecr, 
And the cropp'd enſign tuzzels in her car, 
But with moſt warmth her dreſs and airs inſpir : 
Th' ambitious boſom of thc landed 'ſquire, 
Who fain would quit the biithſome nymph's 

ſoft charms, 

For weather'd lean right honourable arms; 
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He bows with reverence at her ſacred {kr'ns, 
And treats her as if ſprung from race divine, 
Which ſhe returns with in{olence and ſcorn, 
Nor dcigns to ſmile on a plcbcian born. 


Ere long by friends, by cards, and lovers. 

croſs'd, 

Her fortune, bealth, and reputation loſt ; 

Her money g ne, yet nat a tradeſman paid, 

Her fame, yet ſhe {t:1] doom'd to be a maid, 

Her ſpirits fink, her nerves are ſo unſtrung, 

She weeps, if but a handſome thief is hung: 

By mercers, lacemen, mantua- makers preſs'd, 

Hut moſt for ready caſh for play diſtreſs'd, 

Where can ſhe turn — The 'ſquire muſt al] 
repair, 

She condeſcends to liſten to his pray'r, 

And marries him at length in mere diſpair. 


But ſtill malignant fate all bliſs denies, 
Cards yield ſuperior joys, to cards ſhe flics ; 
All night from rout to rout her chairman run, 
Again ſhe plays, and is again undone. 


Behold her now in ruin's frightful jaws ! 
Bends, judgments, execution ope their paws ; 
Seize jewels, furniture, and plate, nor ſparc 
The gilded chariot or the toſſel'd chair; 


Fo, 


nn 


For lonely ſeat ſhe's forc'd to quit the town, 
And hired coach conveys the exile down. 


Now rumbling o'er the ſtones of Tyburn 

road, 

Ne'er preſs'd with a more griev'd or guilty 
load, 

She bids adicu to all the well known ſtreets, 

And envy's cv'ry cinder-wench ſhe meets: 

And now the dreaded country firſt apf ars, 

With fighs unfeign'd the dying noiſe ſhe hears 

Of diſtant coaches fainter by degrees, 

Then ftarts and trembles at the ſight of trees. 

Silent and ſullen, like fome captive queen, 

She's drawn along unwilling to be ſeen, 

Until at length appears the ruin'd hall 

Within the graſs-green moat and ivy'd wall, 

The doleful priſon where for ever ſhe, 

But not, alas ! her griefs, muſt bury'd be. 


Her coach the curate and the tradefinen 
meet, 
Great coated tenants her arrival greet, 
And boys with ſtubble bonfics light the 
ſtreet, 


While bells her cars with tongues diſcordant 


grate, 
Types of the nuptial ties they celebrate 
L 2 But 
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But no rejoicings can unbend her brow, 

Nor deigns ſhe to return one aukward bow, 
But bounces in diſdaining once to ſpeak, 

And wipes the trickling tear from off her 


cheek. 


Now ſec her in the ſad decline of Life, 
A peeviſh miſtreſs, and a ſulky wife; 
Her nerves unbrac'd, her faded check grown 
pale 
With many areal, and many a fancy'd ail; 
Of cards, admirers, cquipagze bereft, 
Her inſolence, and title only left; 
Severely humbled to her one horſc-chair, 
And the low paſtime of a country fair; 
Too wretched to endure one lonely day, 
Too proud one friendly viſit to repay, 
Too indolent to read, too criminal to pray 
At length half dead, half mad, and quite con- 
fin'd, 
Shunning and ſhunn'd by all of human kind, 
Ev'n robb'd of the laſt comfort of her life, 
Inſulting the poor curate's callous wife, 
Pride, diſappointed pride, now ſtops her breaths 
And with true ſcorpion rage ſhe ſtings herſelf to 
death, 
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A Beautiful ynung NYM TH going to Bad. 


Ii yitten fer the honcur of the Fair S$cx. 


( ORINNA, pride of Drury-lane, 
For u hom no ſnepherd ſighs in vain, 
Never did Covent- garden boaſt 

So bright a batter d ſtrolling toaſt 

No drunken rake to pick her up, 

No cellar, where on tick to ſup ; 
Returning at the midni ht hour, 

Four ſtories clinibing to her bow'r; 
Then ſeated on a three-legg'd chair, 
Takes off her artificial hair, 

Now picking out a cryſtal eye, * 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 

Her eye-brows from a mouſe's hide 
Stuck on with art on either fide, 

Pulls of with care, and firſt diſplays em, 
Then in a play-bcok imoothiy lays 'em. 
Now dextroutly her plumpers draws, 
That ſerve to fill her hollow jaws. 
Untwiſts a wire, and from her gums 

A let of teeth completely comes, 


Pulls 
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Pulls out the rags contriv'd th prop 
Her flabby dugs, and dovn the drop. 
Proeceding on the lovely goddeſs 
Unlaces next her ſteel ribb'd-b. dice, 
Which by the opperator's ſkill, 
Preſs down the lumps, the hollow: fill, 
Up goes her hand, and off ſhe lips 
The bolſter that ſupplics her hips. 
With gentleſt touch ſhe next explore 
Her ſhancres, iſſues, running ſores ; 
Effects of many a fad diſaſter, 
And then to each applies a plaiſter : 
But muſt before ſhe goes to bed, 
Rub off the daubs of white and red, 
And {ſmooth the furrows in her front 
With greaſy paper ſtuck upon't, 
She takes a bolus ere ſhe fleeps ; 
And then between two blankets creeps. 
With pains of love tormented lies; 
Or if ſhe chance to cloſe her eyes, 
Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams, 
And feels the laſh and faintly ſcreams ; ; 
Or by a faithleſs bully drawn, 
At ſome hedge-tavern lies in pawn ; 
Or to Jamaica ſeems tranſported 
Alone, and by no planter courted ; 
Or, near Fleet-ditch's oozy brinks, 
Surrounded with an hundred ſtinks, 
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Belated, ſcems on watch to lic, 

And inap ſome cully paſſing by; 

Or, ſtruck with fear, her fancy run 

Jn vwa:chmen, conſtables and duns, 

rom whom ſhe meets with frequent rubs ; 
tat never from religious clubs; 

Wauoſe favour ſhe is ſure to find, 

Be cgauſe ſſie pays them all in kind. 


Corimn wakes, A dreadful ſight ! 
Beho'd the ruins of the night! 
A wicked rat her plaiſter ſtole, 
Half cat, and dragg'd it to his hole, 
The chriſtal eye, alas ! was miſs'd |! 
And puſs had on her plumpers p——ſs'd. 
A pidgeon pick'd her iſſuc-peas : 
And ſhock her treſſes fill'd with fleas, 


The nymph though in this mangled plight, 
Muſt ev'ry morn her limbs unite. , 
But how ſhall I deſcribe her arts 
To recollect her ſcatter'd parts? 

Or ſhew the anguiſh, toil, and and pain, 

Of gath'ring up herſelf again? 

The baſhful muſe will never hear 

In ſich a ſcene to interfere. 

Corinna in the morning dizen'd, 

Who fees, will ſpue ; Whole ſmells be poiſon'd 
_ 
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ALL folks who pretend to religion and grace, 

Allow there's a hell, but diſpute of the place: 

But if hell may by logical rules be defin'd 

The place of the damn'd——T'I] tell you my 
mind. 

Wherever the Camn'd do chief, abound, 
Moſt certainly there is hell to be found: 
Damn'd pcets, damn'd critics, damn'd block- 

heads, Camn'd knaves, 
Damn'd ſenators brib'd, damn'd proſlitute 
ſlaves; 
Damn'd lawyers and judges, damn'd lords, and 
damn'd ſquires 
Damn'd ſpies and informers, damn'd friends. 
and damn'd liars; 
Damned villains corrupted in cvery ſtation; 
Damn'd time ſerving pricits all over the nation. 
And into the bargain III readily give ye 
Damn'd ignorant prelates, and counſcllors privy. 
Then let us no longer by parſons be flamm'd, 
For we know by theſe marks the place of the 
d amn'd: 
And hell to be ſure is at Paris or Rome. 
How happy for us, that is not at home! 


eee. 
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Clever Tom CLINCH going to be Iiung'd. 


As clever Tom Clinch, while the rabble was 
bawling, 

Rode ſtately through Holbourn to die in his 

calling, 

He ſtopt at the George for a bottle of ſack, 

And promis'd to pay for it when he came back, 

His waiſtcoat, and ſtockings, and breeches 

were white ; 

His cap had a new cherry ribband to ty't, 

The maids to the doors and balconies ran, 

And ſaid, lack a-day he's a proper young man, 

But as from the windows the ladies he ſpy'd, 

Like a beau in the box, he bow'd low on each 
fide ; 

And when his laſt ſpeech the loud hawkers did 
cry, 

He ſwore from his cart ; it was all a damn'd 

lie, 

The hangman for pardon fell down on his 
knee ; 

Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee: 


Then 


Aa 
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Then ſaid, I muſt ſpeak to the people a little, 

But I'll ſee you all damn'd before I will whittle. 

My honeſt friend Wild, may he long hold his 
place, 

He lengthen'd my life with a whole year of 


ace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not 


afraid, 
Nor lip this occaſion to follow your trade; 
My conſcience is clear, and my ſpirits is calm, 
And thus I go off without pray'r book or 
pſalm; 
Then follow the practice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never would flinch 


IN IS. 


